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What do we know about the universe, and how
do we know 1t? Where did the universe come from,
and wvhere is It golng? Did the unlverse have a
beginning, and 1f so, what happened pefore then?
What is the nature of time? Will 1t ever come to
an end?

« « o Only time (whatever that i1s) will tell. .

g W. Hawki 2
tephen H n 1968

Time travel (whatever that 1s) provided a thematlc
motif for Columbus College’s Challenge Squared program this
past summer. Challenge, three two-week enrichment daycamps
for gifted young people In grades 5~10, has since 1983 been
an excelleny setting in which to pilot innovative curriculum
materials. Challenge Squared serves the "old kids" in the
program, the rlsing ninth and tenth graders, of whom there
were thirty-five In 1991,

Stimulated by the classroom possibilitles of time-warp
fictlon elaborated by Hugh Agee and .Janet Cotter (1990),
Challenge Squared teachers planned three classes which would
touch in one way or another on time and time travel. 1In
"Art Futurescapes," students worked with artist/teacher
Falth Birkhead to create brick murals depicting scenes from
local history which, before long, will be lncorporated Into
a riverfront redevelopment project along the Chattahoochee
Iin Columbus. In "Video Workshop," Ft. Benning medla
gspecialist Cindy Glvens taught students how to script,
record, and edit origlinal video plays with a time-warp
twist. Flnally, English teacher Sarah Mitchell’s *Back and
Forth to and From the Future® involved students in both
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reading and writing time-warp fiction based on events drawn
from local Columbus history. In the second week of "Back and
Forth,* students wrote Crigis at the Clock Tower, an
eplsodic novel close to 20,000 words In length set,
Initlally, In 2058, at the centennlal celebration of
Columbue College.

Contexts: Challenge Squared and Columbus College

Before describing these classes ln greater detall,
particularly "Back and Forth to and From the Future,® let me
put them In the broader context of what was golng on with
not only Challenge but Columbus Col lege this past summer.

First, a bit more about Challenge Squared. Its
students attend three classes dally, each an hour and a half
long. For its 1991 program, classes were selecteda from six
options, three of which ("Caslino Math," "We Could Make
Beautifu]l Music Together,” and "The Mideast: What Happened
and Why?") dld not address the time-travel theme other than
incidentally. Thus, a few Challenge ZIquared students were
enrol led In no time-travel classes, most probably took one
or perhaps two, and a few took all three. Challenge Squared
classes are small; twelve were encrolled In *Back and Forth
to and From the Future.®

For the past year, time has been on the mind of
Columbus College faculty and students. A c¢lock tower,
dedicated to the Insiitution’s first preslident, was bulit
during 1991. The construction site is adlacent to the
building which housed most Challenge Squared classes. As
well, campus attentlion focused on a time capsule placed In
the base of the new clock tower at its dedication In
September. The capsule willl be opened In 2058 in
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conjunction with the Institution’s centennial. Thus,
thinking of both the past and future was natural on campus
for the past year, and Challenge Squared adolescents,
passing by the rapidly rising Whitley Clock Tower two or
three times a day, were quick to pick up on the ldea.

We were able to relnforce the time travel theme In the
Challenge Squared daytrip, which occupled one of the ten
weekdays of the program. Thls year we called the trip
“Somewhere in Time" and bullt our ltinerary around Georgla‘s
past and future.

We began the day at FDR’s Little White House in Warm
Springs, thirty miles northeast of Columbus, where Columbus
College professor Tom Wentland greeted us at the Bump Gate
and addressed us In the persona of a wheelchair-bound
Franklin Roosevelt himself. (President Roosevelt used the
Bump Gate, which could withstand a so.id bump from his
automobile, to drive Into his retreat. The gate was welghted
so It would close behind him.) Wentland’s skillful,
carefully researched Roosevelt Impression is well-known in
West Central Georgla; the Warm Springs Foundatlon frequently
uses hls talents at FDR commemorative events during the
year, especlially In April, on the anniversary of Roosevelt’s
death.

From Warm Springs and the 1940‘s, It was a quick trlp
to the twenty-first century at our second stop, Shenandoah,
an experimental facllity operated by Georglia Power which
affords visitors a haads-on look at solar energy technology
In the Southeast. From Shenandoah, 1t 18 another forty



miles along I-85 into Atlanta, a clty often accused of
lgnoring its past while rushing headiong toward tomorrow.

In the clty, our first stop was the construction site
of Number One Peachtree Center and the offices of its
visionary architect, John Portman. Here, through models and
computer simulation, Challenge Squared partliclpants and
teachers learned about the design and construction of the
gsixty-plus story skyscraper, the centerplece of Portman’s
Peachtree Center, set to open in mid-1992. Portman‘s staff,
in effect, rolled out the red carpet for Challenge Squared,
glving the group essentlially the same presentation they do
for well-heeled prospective tenants of the office complex.

It 1s Just short hop across I-75/85 from Peachtree
Center to Georgla Tech, our next stop. Here, wlth the
national co-champion Yellow Jackets’ football team
practlicing In the background, Challenge Squared students
viewed the same state-of-the-art multimedia presentatlion
which, last fall, led the International Olympic Committee to
select Atlanta as host for the 1996 summer games. The
interactive presentation is based on a time-warp premise of
sorts, lnasmuch as it welcomes viewers and internatlional
visitors to Atlanta and the Olympic Village as [f It were
already 1996, as |f special faclllitles were in place, as If
the games were about to begiln.

Is there more? Yes. After uinner at Underground,
Atlanta‘’s festival marketplace bullt among shops and offices
which, in the late nineteenth century, were left ail but
forgotten below street level, Challenge Squared teens and
chaperones headed for a Braves’ game, bllled in thelir
ltinerary as a "preview of the 1991 World Serles." Little
did we know how prophetic a claim thils would turn out to be.
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Chal lenge Squared used the time travel theme somewhat
less with "Futurescapes® and "Video Workshop®” than I had
hoped. Initlally, the art class was to have palnted a mural
which would reflect both the clty’s history and Its future.
Falth Birkhead’s ldea for the class was different and novel,
though, and within her specialty, which iIs three-dimensional
art, not painting. With the cooperation of local architects
and Bickerstaff Clay Products, a local brickyard, she anc
her students rendered, brick by brick, two murals which, as
noted previously, will one day be part of a redeveloped
Columbus riverfront. Falth identifled two scenes from
Columbus‘s history, a riverboat alongside a cotton dock and
a wooden brlidge spanning the Chattahoochee which was
designed by Horace King, a freedman, In the late nineteenth
century. (Klng, by the way, has been the sublect of
considerable interest among local historlans.) These sceanes
were then transferred to a four-by-six feet section of
green, unflired bricks. Each student in the two
"Futurescapes” classes was responsible for transferrine and
carving out a twelve-by-flfteen inch section of the scene, a
process calllng for consliderable teamwork.

In "Video Workshop," we at first hoped that students
might take storles written for "Back and Forth to an- From
the Future," prepare a video script, and produce them. This
was naive on my part, which Cindy Givens and I flgured out
early in the process of planning the class. Obviously, *Back
and Forth to and From the Future® students wouldn’t finish
anythling soon enough for the video class to work with In
Challenge Sgquared’s two weeks, so the orig'aal ldea was
dropped. Instead, students In Cindy’s classes were divided



into working groups of four or flve students which, whille
encouraged to develop scripts involving time travel, were
free to come up with thelr own ldeas. As a result, only two
of the four video dramas involved time travel; each of these
used a dream as a device to moye characters both to other
times and, at the story’s cllmax, back to the present.

"Back and Forth to and From the Futuce®

Sarah Mlitchell agreed to teach "Back and Forth to and
From the Future” late in 1990. 1In our €first planning
seasion, ]I explalned only that the class should involve both
reading and writing time-warp fictlion, probably in that
order, and that the storles might as well be set In
Columbus, which the kilds knew well from first-hand
experlience. Knowing of Sarah‘s creativity, I thought this
would be enough. Just give her some broad gulidel lnes to work
with, I knew from prior experlience; then get out of her vay.
1 was right,.

During the winter months, Sarah acqualinted herself
with current time-warp novels, pa:tinularly YA titles which
she belleved would engage teenagers quickly and which they
might finlsh qulickly. She selected four for small group
reading In "Back and Forth to and From the Future®: Jane

Yolen’s The Devlil‘s Acithmetic (1988), Belinda Hurmence’s A
Girl Called Boy (1982), Jil]l Paton Walsh’‘s A Chance Child
£1978), and A Tie to the Past, by David Wiseman (1989).
These four novels may or may not be among the best of
time-warp flctlon for young adults, but they served Sarah’s
purposes well. Each author uses tilme travel as a sometimes
more, sometimes less thinly velled device to propel
adolescent characters (and readers) into strange historical
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gettings, thus providing Insight Into an issue, situatlion,
or event of signliflicance. Jane Yolen’s focus ls the
Holocaust, while Hurmence’s novel deals with slavery in the
1850“s. Set In England, Walsh’s A Chance Chlld !s an eye
opener about chilld labor practices early In the Industrial
revolutlon. A Tie to the Pagt, finally, is an time-warp
account of the waomen’s suffrage movemert which uses the
prison Jjournals of Gladys Mayhew as theilr historical basis.
Since "Back and Forth to and From the Future® would be
a nine-day class, students were assigned one of the four
novels to read before its first meeting. For the first two
days, the nature of time, how it is handled In time-warp
fictlon, and these specific works were discussed in detall.

The Dev]ll’s Acithmetic and A Chance Child struck a strong
chord with the group: A Tle to the Paat was the least
well-recelved title, perhaps due to 1ts more Jjuvenile
flavor.

On the third day, the class was visited by two Columbus
College hlstory professors, John Lupold and Cralg Lloyd.
John |s a speclallst iIn Southern and local history, while
Cralg directs the College’s Schwob Library Archives, an
extenslve collection of photos, letters, newspapers, and
other materials from early Columbus. At Sarah Mitchell’s
request, Lupold and Lloyd provided vivid accounts of early
Columbus, dealing in particular with race relatlons, with
the labor movement and life in the mllls, with late
nineteenth- and early twentleth-century schooling, and with
the notorious role Phenix City, Alabama, played a= Sin City
in the reglion durlng the forties and fiftles.

In this session, Challenge Squared students learned,
among other things, how blues great Ma Rainey and America’s
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first black avlator, Eugene Bullard, a member of World War
I’s Lafayette Escadrille, grew up in Columbus but never
found acceptance in thelr hometown. They learned about the
lynching of T. Z. McElhany, a black boy thelr own age, and
about the courageous role played by Journalist Jullan
Harris, who took on the Ku Klux Klan In the late twentles
and earned a Pullitzer In the process. And they read accounts
of l1fe In the cotton mills In the early part of thls
century, where barefooted chlldren went to work along thelir
parents, called "lint heads® because of the cotton 1int that
always covered them and, In the form of brown lung disease,
guaranteed poor health and, too often, an early death. And
they learned of Ma Beachie’s and other boomling red-)light
district housges across the river In Phenix City, where GI‘s
from Fort Bennlng went to gamble and whore and somet imes
ended up dead In the Thottahoochee.

Thus Immersed In local history, students were ready to
spend the fourth and f1fth days of "Back and Forth to and
From the Future”®” in library and archlval research. Sarah
drew up a list of perhaps twenty mllestone events In the
city’s history which her Challenge Squared students could
choose from for detalled study. Her 1list Included events
ranging from Edwin Booth’s performance of Hamlet in the
Springer Opera House In 1876 to a bloody unlion rally outside
the mills In 1919, and most recently, to ugly accounts of
Carlton Gary, Columbus’s stocking strangler, who murdered
six elderly women In 1973-1974. Research materials on these
subjects were assembled in par* by Cralg Lloyd.

Each student, elther solo or with a partner,
Investigated one event, using original news reports,
letters, and other flrst-hand accounts. These events would
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be the focus of the class’s eplsodic time-warp novel, to be
written In the coming week.

I would 1lke to be able to say that the Ingenlous frame
for Crisis at the Clock Tower was the product of adolescent
thought and creativity, but thls was not the case. Sarah
tells me that, sometime during the first week of the class,
she Invited the klds to devise such a frame, a scheme for
bringing together the varlous eras and events In local
history that, collectively, would comprise the novel. Glven
both time constraints and the students’ tendency to Imitate
Michae: Fox’s popular fllms, though, she went ahead and
shared with them her own idea, a plot set in the
not-too-distant future in which the descendants of Challenge
Squared authors would be the protagonists. The rising clock
tower and Its time capsule, scheduled to be opened at the
centennlal of the College in 2058, provided an excellent
(even obvious) setting In place and time for a starting
point.

Students took to Sarah‘’s concept enthuslastlically, and
they added two key elements, a °“Frozen Brew" character and
the Santa Marla, a time-travel spaceship with an obvious
t'e~-in to the clty’s namesake. The "Frozen Brew® 1s none
olher than ], Challenge Squared director, whom the kids knew
well after two or three years In the program, most of them,
or because ! spent a good deal of time In thelr classes,
elther takling plctures or Just listening. ¢(In Chapter 1, I
am described as a fellow *with a grin on his face and .

a camera strapped around his neck.") In any event, they
determined that, in the novel, old Dr. Brewbaker decided in
his declining years that he loved Columbus College so much
that, rather that meet his maker In the traditional fashlon,
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he chose to be frozen cryogenically. Thus, In 2058, he ccould
be thawed out and participate In the centennlal.

Crisis at the Clock Tower begins, then, at this event,
which draws a throng to the campus. Monikka Mann, who wrote
the flirst chapter, is now the agelng president of the
college. Eight descendants of 1991‘s Challenge Squared
program, each In perliod costume, will be on the program and
make a short speech about an artlfact taken from the time
capsule: a lantern from the Chattahoochee riverboat "Rebecca
Everyingham,"® which burned in 1885; Willlam Pemberton’s
origlnal formula for Coca Cola; the cape Edwin Booth wore
when he played Hamlet; a gold bobbin from the Swift cotton
mllls; and so on. At hligh noon the speeches begin, but --
due to malfunctions in the clock“s new atomlc power system
-- obJects from the time capsule begln to disappear one by
one until all have vanished.

At the same time, the Frozen Brew thaws, a Lit ahead of
schedule. He recognlzes, flrst, that the historic obJects
have been "catapulted back to thelr . . . place in
Columbus‘s hi-tory®" and, second, that both the past and
present are in Jeopardy of permanent alteratlon unless each
ltem 1s retrieved and returned to the present (2058).
Through means only the Frozen Brew grasps, each teenager s
transported back in time with the mission of recovering hls
or her artlfact and bring it back.

Chapter one of Crisis at the Clock Tower concludes with
these words: "The Jjourney had begun.*

At this polnt, 1’11 resist the temptation of turning
this Into a book report, NCTE-style. Instead, I Invite you

to read Crisis at the Clock Tower In Its entirety If the
history of Columbus, Georgia, Interests you. For all its
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adolescent quality, I found It highly Informative and, yves,
a good read to boot. Because of the careful research which
forms the basls for each eplsode, It serves up local history
In a engaging format -- so engagling, In fact, that It has
real potential for use In Columbus schools to supplement
textbook accounts of Georgla history, which s part of the
eighth grade curriculum.

Better than some of the others, Christle Wilson’s PG-13
chapter, "Dealing With a Deck of Marked Cards,® 1l1lustrates
my point:

She noticed people strolling by staring at her

in her old vintage clothling. She was wearling a

reveallng black sequin dancing . . . from that

time. It was an actual dress of a °B-girl,* slang

for a bar girl. Kaegan closed her eyes and thought

June 1, 1954. She envisloned the nightclub that

she had seen so many plctures and clippings of

before. She Imaglned the volces of the G.I1.’s

crossing the bridge, looking for a good time.

“Kaegan, girl, If Tanner comes out and sees

you Just standing here, you’ll end up in the

rives. C’mon, girl, get back in the club,* a thick

Southern voice drawled.

Kaegan turned around to see a bleach-blond

halred girl with full rizh red 11ps and too much

eye makeup. She wore a dress simllar to hers,

except hers was red.

*Who arc you?" Kaegan asked.
*Ooooh, girl. Have you been drinkin’ agaln?

You know the rules, girl. What has been the matta

wi’ chou lately? Jist ta humor ya, 1’11 tell ya.

-11-
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Mah name s Sandle Caldwell. Lawd, girl, 1f you
don’t git straight, I Jist dorn’t know. I know va
ain’t but Jist a teenager, but you been in the
business for about two Yea’s,” Sandle sald.

"] know, Sandie. I was Just in a daze. It
happens scometimes, even to the best of us,” Kaegan
sald, thinking of an accurate rebuttal.

“That’s the Kaegan I know," Sandle said
smiling. “Thatta girl. C’mon, the soldiers wll! be
ln soon. Gotta get ready." Sandie and Kaegan
started into The Poppy Club. « « . As they
walked In, a robust, balding man approached them.

“Hello, Beautiful," he sald stroking Kaegan’s

shoulder. Kaegan pulled back. * What’s the matter,

Kae, you never pulled back before. You aln‘t

starting to get shy on me, are you?"

Christlie, who has a remarkable ear for Columbus/Phenix
Clty speech patterns, bullds an engagling character in
Kaejan, a reluctant B-girl for twenty-four hours in spite of
her moralistic tone in Chapter 1.

In thelr co-authored eplsode, Reglina Dotson and Rebecca
Shepard bring working conditions In the milis to life:

Dirty workers strolled around the mill as
dinner toters brought them food. Alexis loocked on
in awe as a child bleeding from the hand took
advantage of the break and ate a sandwich.

"How can they stand this?® she muttered under
her breath. "Twelve hours of work with only a half
an hour break and they stlll come back every day."

*What did you say?" sald a thin, stringy
halred girl near the bench.
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“1 didn’t notice vyou. I was Just talking to
myself," answered Alexls.

"Ch," sald the giri. "Dc you work here? 1‘ve
never seen you before. By the way, my name Is
Sara, what’s your’s?"

*Alexls. And no, I don‘t work here. I‘m from
out of town."
To say the least.

Conclusions and Impllications

Challenge Squared’s use of time travel -- whether
through visiting FDR at his Little White House In Warm
Springs, reading guality voung adult fictlion, or creating
the carefully researched yet Imaglinative Crislg at the Clock
Tower -- pald off handsomely. For talented elght- and
ninth- grade students, It opened eyes to the past and to a
future world which they, 1f they choose well, will shape.

"Back and Forth to and From the Future® would have been
a better class had It Jlasted a third week. Challenge
Squared classes meet for an hour and a half and are far less
subjJect to interruptions than a typical school. Curriculum
planners consldering adapting and using the ldea would do
well to allow four weeks, possible even more, to the unit.

It goes without saying that a computer-based wrliting
lab, which Sarah Mitchell’s students used for four class
days, was invaluable to the class. The project ls certainly
posslble wlthout vordprocessing, but it would be more
compl icated and less efficlent. Publishing the class novel
would have been tedlous.

Especlally with sophisticated students, a common
reading such as Wells The Time Machine would have been
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desirable. L‘Engle’s A ¥rinkle Iin Time is a chlid and
adolescent cliassic and always stimulating, but it 19 closer

to fantasy than sclence fiction and less useful glven the
history emphasis of "Back and Forth From and to the Future.®

In non-technical language, Stephen J. Hawklng has
enabled us to concelve of time In novel ways. He writes
that "there can be no important dlfference between the
forward and backward directions of Imaginary time. On the
other hand, when we look at ‘real”’ time, there’s a very blg
di fference between the forward and backward directlons, as
we all know. Where does thls difference between the past
and the future come from? Why do we remember the past but
not the future?"

Through time-warp fiction -- through classes like "Back
and Forth From and to the Future" -- today’s teens may be
challenged with these questions. In time (whatever that
is), they may find the answers.
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A NOTE TO READERS

Crisls at the Clock Tower was written by twelve
talented eighth and ninth-grade “eenagers as part of an
enrichment course at Columbus College (Georgia) In the
summer of 1991. Through a two-week class called "Back and
Forth to and From the Future," these students read
adolescent novels which featured time travel, studied
slgnificant events In local history, and, for the last
several days, created this Inventlve story of time travel.

Sarah Mltchell, a Columbus High School English teacher,
taught "Back and Forth to and From the Future." Jim
Brewbaker, a Columbugs College professor and Director of
Chal lenge Squared, came up with the baslc idea for the
class. Sarah and Jim edited and spell-checked the
manuscript. Without question, It was Sarah and her students
-- Amanda, Tuck, Lauren, Monikka, Christle, Adam, Jeff,
Andy, Ted, Shannon, Regina, and Becca -- that made the
proJect work.

For further Informatlion, call Jim Brewbaker at [404)
568-2255.
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Chapter One:
The Nelting of the Brew

*Why In the world were we chosen
for this stupld Job?" said an impatient
Alexis. °I hate dolng speeches,
especlally In front of other people.®

*Well, Alexls, at least your
speech doesn’t have you being a jmmora)
person back in the times of ’Sin
City,’® com lalned Xaegan.

: The gi-ls were less than
enthvsiastic about the speeches they
wou'd have to give at the centennial
ce’ebration of Columbus College, now
known as the University of Georgla at
Columbus. They and the other
grandchlicren of the Challenge Squared
Class of 1991 wure going to each speak
about an object out of the time capsule
buried at the original dedicatlon of
the ¥hitley Clock Tower.

*Would both of you pleass stop
cooplaining. It wouldn’t be that bad
1f you only looked at i1t in the right
perspective," Spencer replied in a
perfect Ns, Vest voice. Ms. West vas
one of the counselors in 1991, and she
was now organizing the students’ part
In the centennia) celebration. ®And
If T have to do It y’all have to do it,
too." .

At that very moment, the costume
mistress from the Springer Opera House
arrived with authentic perlod costumes
for each person to wear during their
speeches. Bach of the oblects was
symbolic of a time In Columbus history.
The artifacts ranged from a stocking
from the 1970‘s to a cape worn by Edwin
Booth at the Springer.

Tracy, John, James, Casey and
Isabe)le walked up a few moments Jater
and Jjolned the others for rehearsal.
The celsbration was a few hours away
and this was the only and final dress
rehearsal befoce the "real thing.”

They had a hard time maneuvering
around a big metal case on the middle

of the speaker’s dals. When Isabelle
accidentally brushed up agalnst the
side of 1t, she Jumped back and bumped
into John.

*Yhat was that for, Isabelle?® he
sald.

*That thing was freezing cold;
when 1 touched 1t, a chill shot through
my vhole body. Look, see the
goosebuxps on oy arm. What’s In there
anyway? An Iceberg?®

*Actually a frozen body," James
replled.

*James Burns, you are the bigpest
llar on God’s Green Earth, There is
not & frozen body In there. That kind
of stuff never happens In a dul) place
1ike Columtus, only In a megalopolls
l1lke Vidalla, vhere they created the
vorld’s first freeze-dried oniont*
Tracy yelied.

*Tracy, don’‘t use the Lord’s name
in valn. That’s a sin," sald Kaegan.

*Oh, Kaegan, please. You’‘re alwvays
getting on everyone’s nerves with all
that holy and relligious garbage. No
one 1s perfect and good except for you
of course," retaliated Tracy.

*All right, Tracy, Just leave her
alone. The Constlitutlon guarantees her
the right to her own opinions, even If
they sometimes get on everyone else’s
nerves. Anyway, we have to get a move
on or we‘re going to be late and Ma.
West wil) be breathi.g down our
throats," commentsd John.

SWould all of you Just hush up,” a
disgruntled Casey Walker addsd. "We
have to hurry up so that I can show al)
of you bums how great my speech is
compared to y‘all’s.*

Vhen they had finally walked
across the campus to the Clock Tower,
Ns. West was there walting for them.
She was not angry abaut them being
late, but she did have a specia! guest
for them to meet.

*Kids, this Is Dr. Yusef Battle.
He was the other 1991 Challenge Squared
counselor. Now he is the head of the
drama department at the university and
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the emces of today’s festivitles.
hello, young people.*

*Hello, Dr. Battle.*

*1 hope that you all are ready for
today. This 1s a very Isportant
occasion not only for the unlversity,
but for your grandparents and al) of
Columbus as well.*

*Br. Battle," began Isabelle. "Dr.
Battle, Is there really a dead body In
that metal thing over there?"

*sabelle Hane®, Isn’t 1t?" he
asked.

'Yes that’s me,” she sald, her
voice trembling. "I normally don’t ask
questions that far fetched but someone
told me that there really was one
inside of that thing.*

"Well, kids, there isn’t a dead
body Inside of there, but there Is a
body Inside of there.®

A sigh of surprise Is heard from
all of them. There really was a body
inside of there but not a dead one.

*Many years ago," began Dr.
Battle,® around the year 2025, Dr.
James Brewbaker was cryogenically
frozen to be preserved untl] the
opening of the Challenge time capsule
and to see the grandchildren of the
original Challenge Squared students.
Today, after y’‘all present your
speeches, he Is going to be revived.*

"Hey, really cool dudes, a frozen
Brew!" yelled Spencer. "How are they
going to thaw him out, pop him In the
plcrowvave on defrost?*

*Spencer Norwood,Jr., that was not
a very proper thing to say. Young man,
I think that we will need to work some
manaxers vhen you get back to school,’
commented Ms. West. "This is not
something that 1s a rare occurrence In
this day and age, only here In
Columbus, BHopefully with all of the
publicity of this occasion, we can get
some more modern technology at the
university and bring Columbus up to par
with the rest of the state. At any
rate, children, go get Into your
costumes 50 that we can get this

Say

rehetrsal started. Only a few more
hours untll show time."

After that, the morning went
rather a.oothly. The costumes fit
perfuctly and the speeches went really
well during rehearsal. The amount of
ressarch the descendants had undertaken
really showed in the smooth, easy flow
of words and ideas. Ir. Battle felt
conflident that the audience would be In
for an interesting p.esentation.

Vhen everyone was ready to leave,
the vorkers were Just putting the
finishing touches on the Clock Tower.
The conversion from regulac electricity
to atomics was one of the bigger
highlights of the centennlal
celebration. After the ceremony, the
clock was going to rocket timekeeping
in Columbus into the 22nd century.

The technicians for the Job were
having to be teleportied In from the
capital, Vidalia. BEven more
speclal ists were belng "teled" In from
the capital to supervise the defrosting
of the "Frozen Brevw,® making this one
of the biggest events to happen In
Columbus in a very long time.

By the time that noon rolled
around, the seating space around the
Clock Tower was almost filled to
capacity, but people were still pouring
out of the Davidson Student Complex
after thes buffet luncheon. Thls was a
very special lunch because the Food
Thought Teleporter was belng used for
the first time.

The FIT was able to create
wvhatever food that the user wanted by
merely reading that person’s thoughts.
The guests were Impiressed by the speed
and efficliency of the FIT. After about
five minutes, the crowd was gathered In
full force for the presentations to
begin.

T™The objects were handsomely
arrayed on tables In front of the
speakers. There was a lantern from the
steamboat ‘“Rebecca,” the original
formula 1or Coca-Cola torn from
Pemberton’s diary, a cape used by Edwin



Booth In Hamiet, a golden bobbin from
Colusbus’ mil] days, the gun used to
ki1} T.Z McElhaney, Jullan Harrle’
Pulitzer Prize, a deck of marked
from Ma Beachie’s house of 11] repute
and a stocking used by Carlton Gary In
the infamous "Stocking Strangler®
BTGETS.

Bach grandchlld was seated on the
dals behind the oblect he or she was
responsible for explaining. All of them
were very nervous bezause this was a
very Important event. They were even
more wrried vhen they saw the head
techniclan for the clock’s atomic
crossover speak In very hushed, hurried
tones to Dr. Battle. A wvorried furrow
was woven into both men’s brows.

Everyone except for Alexis -- she
had a desp gut feeling that maybe the
afternoon would not go off without a
hitch -- had assumed that nothing would
go wrong. Alexls had passed the
feeling off as Just butterflies In her
stomach or an anxlety attack.

*Alexls, |s something the matter?
You lock as white as a sheet,” asked
Isabel le.

*No nothing’s wrong, and besldes,
you‘re the one who Is always so nervous
and wvorrled and you’re checking on me.
What a Jjoke!"

"Well, I guess you might be right
about that. I just have a strange
feeling that something Just isn’t going
to go right. I‘m Just 0 nervous all
of a sudden. Everything is going to be
all right, right? I hope I don’t mess
up my speech making everyone get angry
at me and me end up getting
embarrassed. Gosh, what wil] 1 do?*

*Belle, don’t worry about it. It
will al] be okay. I promise. Nothing
wil) go wrong. I promise. Your spesch
vill go well and yours wil) be the best
one of all, trust me,” Alexis rep!led
giving lsabelle’s hand a gentle squsese
to reassure her, while at the same
time, calming her own fears.

There was a clump of people
gathered around the case containing the

i
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Frozen Brew. They all had on white lad
coats and carried clip . After a
wvhile, they all stood back whille a
selected few stood the Nstal monollith
on end and partially removed the case,
reveal ing Dr. Brewbaker from the waist
up.

He Jooked very l1fe-1lke indeed.
To those few there who had previously
known him, Dr. B looked Just the same.
He had a grin on his face and as
alvays, a camera strapped around his
neck. In fact, the only thing that
would have clued an observer In that he
had not been merely sieeping was that
his skin was very pale and his hair was
completely gray.

' Ladles and Gentlemen, welcome to
the canpus of the University of Georgla
at Columbus,” sald Dr. Monlkka Mann who
had been the president of UGC for the
past twenty years and would be retiring
after this ceremony.

The crowd applauded.

"This afternoon we have a very
speclal program planned for all of you.
But now to introduce the one in charge
of this special program, our very own
Dr. Yusef Battle.*

Again, the crowd applauded.

*Welcome again to our centennial
celebration,” said Dr. Battle. °*We
have some very  Interesting activitles
planned for all of you here today.

They Include the revival of Dr. Jim
Brewbaker, a presentation by the
grandchiidren of the Challenge Squared
participants of 1991 who burled the now
famous time capsule, and the actlvation
of the new atomlc-powered Whitley Clock
Tower.*

The crowd cheered.

*But now to kick off the program,
we have some speeches prepared by those
very speclal kids. [Kids, would you all
stand up vhen you name is called. In
order of appearance, John Fowler, James
Burns, Tracy Brown, Alexls Burnham,
Spencer Norwood Jr., Casey Walker,
Xaegan Ashmore and 1sabel)e Hanes.
These young men and women have worked



very hard on preparing these speeches
today to inform you about Columbus’
past. Let’s give them a varm UGC
welcome.*

Again the crowd cheered.

James was the first one up. As he
vas rising out of his seat, the clock
stuck noon and something went wrong.
Pemberton’s coke formula Just £)lckered
and disappeared. James didn’t know
wvhat to do s0 he just stood there In
awe Just llke everyone 21se.

John, being a quick thinker,
declded to Jump up and start right Into
his speech but his object disappsared
on the second bong of the clock. Tracy
wanted to go ahead and get hers over
with so she rose and started with hers
but the cape vanished on the third bong
of the clock.

This mysterious pattern continued
on untli] all eight artifacts vere gones
elght students vere standing In costume
walting for the next move. HNo one knew
vhat was going on except for one man
that no one even knew was there.

At the same time that the atomics
In the clock were malfunctioning and
causing the chjects to somehow
disappear, they were also causing a
change to occur Inside Brewbaker’s
petal case. The particles were slowly
varsing and speeding up Inside Dr.
Brewbaker’s body causing, slowly but
surely, the thawing of the Frozen Brew.
He was totally amazed that it was time
for him to return to the land of the
living because to him hardly any time
had elapsed.

¥hile his body was frozen, his mind
had been mset free to wander through
time... not only to wander, but to
become one with the fluldity of the
1ittle understood thing that man labels
a8 Time. To Dr. Brewbaker, Time could
no longer be categorized as past,
present or future. BEven though hls
body had been frozen for over 25 years,
his mind did not ®see it that way. BHe
hadhbeen a part of Time;s he was one
with It.

.Q_
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. "Boys and Girls," he sald.
*Follow me."

For no reason, all elght of then
got up and did as he sald. They knew
not why they had to go, but they knew
that they had to go. It was for some
very Important reason, a higher cause
they felt compelled %o answer. Little
did they know that lite as they knew it
here In Columbus depended on what they
did next.

Dr. Brewbaker followed landmarks
and bul ldings that had been thecre
before and bulldings and things that
had been built later but somehow he
knew what they were. HNe and his young
charges finally stopped In front of
what used to be Dr. Brewbaker’s old
office.

*Children,” he began,’chllidren,
what I have to tell you now may sound
really facfetched, but it 1 promise you
that It ls totally true. The atomic
energy source in the Clock Tower
mal functioned causing the artifacts
from the time capsule to be catapulted
back to their proper times In Columbus’
history. But there ils one problem: the
energy source In the clock has also
altered the past as we know it.*

*What do you mean, ‘altered the
past as ¢ know 1t“?" an unbelleving
Casey gquestioned. "This Is a bunch of
crap. How do you know thia? You‘’ve
been dead for over 25 years. You’re
Just a frozen Brew who Jjust defrosted.
Maybe your min:d Just go screwed up or
js suffering from frostbite.”

*Like I sald, 1t |s farfetched,
but you must belleve me. I am telling
the truth. And when I sald that It
altered the past, I mean that If the
artifacts aren’t recovered In time, the
entire past of Columbus will
disappear."

*But that’s impossible, time Just
can’t disappear, can it?%a befuddled
Isabelle asked. "¥hat will happen if
the past Just vanishes? ¥Will we all
dle? What wil) happen to us? 1’m too
young to dle, too young to dle. I



don’t wvant to die." Jsabelle finished
those last lines in tears. Alexis
greobed he. In a big hug.

*Caim down, Belle. Nothing will
happen to you, ] promise.*

*You sald that before and then
this heppened. What can 1 do, who can
I belleve? Dr. Brewbaker or you? 1
Just don’t know.*

All eight of them turned toward
Dr. Brewbaker. They looked at him for
the answer but did not get the one that
they wanted.

*Suppose that what you say is
true,* James suggested. "Suppose all
these things are really gone and that
wvhat you say is really golng to happen.
Bow Jong do we have before the past s
gone? What is the worst case
scenario?*

*We have approximately 24 hours to
complete this mission. This msans that
you must have your objJect and be back
here within one day. You elght must go
into the past because you have on the
costumes and you have done the ressarch
on the time period. You are ‘the only
ones who can do 1t; please don‘t leot me
down. Otherwise, we all are doomed.”

The kids huddied together and
talked It over.

*T don’t know... should we belleve
him?®

] can’t belleve that this could
be true. He’s Just some old senlle
man. They always sajd he was a bit
welrd.®

*Shut up, Casey. He sounded so
convincing. And besides, vhat have we
got to lomse? Aren’t you the one who is
alvays saying how much you want an
adventure... here’s your chance.”

They all agreed to trust Dr.
Brevbaker and to listen to his plan for
saving the past for the future of
Columbus.

*¥e need a volunteer to go first,®
he sald. °“Would one of you guys |lke
to try 1t? All you have to ¢o Is go to
the general area where your object
would have been and concentrate on the

date and the object, the date and the
object. Remember, you must be back in
24 hours...our tipe...with your object.
Thoss of you travelling to a place near
downtown will have to meet at the
Church of St. Phllip and St. John to
be ploked up. 1/1) explain the plck-up
sites for you other thres
indivicually.”

*How will we find that church?"
John asked.

It will be on the south side of
12th street between 13th and 14th
Avenues. By the wvay, John, I think
that you had the first item on the list
S0 you should be the one to go first.
to go to the riverfront and
the time and object. A}} of
you must also get to your places and
think about the time and object. Oh,
remember to keep an eye on
your watches because time In the past
will move dlfferently from time now.

a move on."

They all went with John to the
riverside and he repeated the time and
object until he did Indeed disappear as
the Frozen Brevw had promised. The
others hastily headed out to find thelr
own places, feeling more confident now
that the Frozen Brew truly did possess
knowledge beyond the 1inlts of Time as
the vorld had alwvays viewed It.

*Godapeed and good luck!® Dr.
Brewvbaker shouted.

The Journey had begun.
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Chapter 2:
Burning Brighter than a Lantern

John looked at the hydroplane dock
as the rest of the group faded out of
sight. Behind them, the Chattshoochese
cleared, deepened, widened. Trees
became greener and grass grew taller.
Above the trees, he could see a plume
of black smoke curling skyward, and
there was the faint sound of paddies
slapping against the water. A river-
boat!

The name "Rebecca Everinghan® was
painted on both the wheelhouse and on
the stern, directly in front of the blg
thirteen foot paddievheel, which John
guessed vas rotating once every three
seconds. Perhaps the lantern would be
on board this ship. He scrambled down
the hill to meet 1t.

As he neared the dock, half a
dozen burly black stevedores pllied out
to Joad the huge bales of cotton that
had been wvaiting on the wooden plat-
form. On deck, two men were arguing
about something. John dropped back to
l1isten.

*1’m tellln’ ye, Nelson," one was
growl ing In a low Southern drawl.
*"There’s no way we’re gone take this
here load of cott’/ni"

*And why not?" Nelson asked
calmly. His llquld volce reminded John
of cold ferraplastic.

*"You know Just as good as ] do,
Nelson., VWe take on a load a cott’n
that’s already been burnt, we burn down
too."

"Put a Ild on it, Long. Do you
see any flames anywhere near those
bales?*®

*Nav, but...®

"But nothing, Long. We take this
1oad to Appalachicola, Nister Wadley
takes in the payment and gives It to

2

us. 7o you. Long. Do you want a
salary?*
sShore, but..."

*Haven‘t 1 already told you? But
nothing. We’re taking that cotton to
Appalachicoia and that’s the end of it.
Now Qo on over there and help load it,
or 1’11 make sure you don’t get a
salary!®

Long slunk away, and John walked
up to Neison. ‘“Excuse me, sir, are you
the captain of this boat?*

*Captain Whiteslide, Captain
Lapham, or Captain Tom?*

*'Who’s In charge?*

Nelson glared at him. John wvas
secretly glad that he was taller than
Nelmon. If It hadn’t been for the fact
that the people in 1884 were shorter
than those In 2058, he might well have
given up then and there. Practically
anybody would after being glared into a
manhole cover.

After a ful) minute of clcse scru-
tiny. Nelson grunted, °Captalin White-
side’s In the vheelhouse.®

John opened his mouth to ask
ancther question, but Neison’s eter-
nally contorted face made him think
better of 1t, and Instead he smaild
simply, "Thanks.*®

Nelson had sald that Captain
Whiteside was in the vheelhouse. That
would be on the top of ihe ship, two
flights up from deck level. John
crossed the plush green carpeting to a
graceful stalrcase in the corner of the
ballroom.

He found Captaln Whiteside sitting
In a chalr going over a plece of paper
that looked to be a map.

"Excuse pe, sir...”

The captaln ralsed his head., His
expression was more gentle than that of
Nelson, but no iess busipess llke. *1’m
afrald we can’t take on any stowaways,
we’re already salling low."

*I’m willing to work,® John
pleaded.
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*1 am truly sorry, but 1 don’t
have the authority to hire more hands
at this stage in the trip.*

*1711 do 1t for free,” begged
John. °“Please, sir, this I8 very
Ispoctant to me.*

Captain Whiteside’s ruddy eysbrows
twitched noticeably. °You reallze that
It will be hard work, harder than
you’ve ever done.® The question was
really more of a statement, and two
gray-blue eyes focused Intently on the
boy in front of them.,

A "Yes, sir® was all It took, and
John was hired.

Thirty minutes later, John was
making beds and sweeping carpets. It
was hardly what he had expected, but he
realiged that, after having loaded cot-
ton for flfteen minutes, the captain
really had no use for him and was
really going out of his way to help.

Above him, a bell toiled elght
times. John had read enough before
hand to know that meant that it was two
in the atternoon and that his shift was
up for four hours. John wisely took a
nap untl! two bells, about three
o’clock. He reached out and tapped :
nearby crewman, who grogglly, then
threateningly protested.

"1f you pleass, sir, vhere could I
find a lantern?” John lmplored.

*1 don’t please,” was the reply,
and the mate rolled over and was
snoring In no time,

John looked around. A lanky
sallor with a week’s worth of beard was
gazing at a half-empty checkerboard In
the corner. Joha trled asking him.

'Why don’t you try In the bow?
That’s where it’s been for four years.®
In the moment before he turned, John
could see that the young man had a
foriorn look on his face, as 1f the
world were about to end and he didn‘t
much care.

John crept out of the cabin, so as
not tn wake the rest of the crew, then
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made his way to the front of the boat.
This turned out to be a challenge, &s
at least twenty people were crowded
near it. When he did break through, all
he sav was a blg searchlight. Just to
the right of 1t, a mlddie-aged man was
surveying the water ahead.

*Sir, could you tell me where the
lanterns are?*

Turning around, the bearded man
related, "Ch yes, hello! 1 had heard
that the ‘Everingham’ had acquired a
new crev member. You’ve never done
this sort of work before, have you? 1
can tell Just by looking at you. But
you’ll learn, though, you’ll learn.
Bspeclally on a steamer such as the
’Rebecca.’ The pride of the Central
Line of Columbug, Georgla.”

sBut 1 haven’t even Introduced
myself yet. You must be terribly bored
with me. Captaln Tom Whiteside, at
your service. You look )ike a respect-
able chap. Call me Captain Tom, every-
one does. Now what brings you up here
to the stem of this grand steamboat?*®

*1f you please, sir, could you
tel]l me vhere the lanterns are kept?*

'Oh yes, of course 1 could, The
question ls, will 1?7 You’l)l find them
in the hold, directly on the left. Now
what would you be needing a lantern for
in the middle of the day? 1 remember
once, ‘58 It was, yes, the spring of
‘58. 1 was..."

John left to go below deck.

In the musty darkness of the hoild,
John needed as much time to breath as
he did to see. He could faintly smell
burning. This he dimmissed as the
burned cargo from the other rlverboat.

On the left John could make ot the
out!ine of a cabinet of lanterns. They
were all carefully polished, but one
gleamed brighter than the others.
Turning 1t slowly, he could make out
the numbers *1885.° Righteen eighty-
five, realized an elated John, hadn’t
even come yet! Thims was the iantern!
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Now all he had to do was get off the
boat. For now, he could get the sleep
that he so suddenl!y needed. There
would be another two and a half hours
until hils next shift. That would be
enough.

Tvelve hours later, a groggy John
was mopping the deck vhen four bells
sounded. Wind whistled through the
trees and a few persistent bugs kept up
their chirping. The sternvheel was
gently chopping the rushing, sometimes
burd) ing water, and above it all, a
rustling from below. Dark clouds
covered the sky from the moon down to
the twin smokestacks and to the deck.

John was so tired that for a mo-
ment he thought nothing of a fire In
the hold. Then he panicked. He raced to
the rall, to the hatch, and finally up
to the wvheelhouse, where Captalin Lap-
ham, the pliot, stood guiding the ship.
*Fire!® was the only word he could get
out.

From then on a)l was confusion.
Captain Lapham ran the ship aground to
bring It closer to shore. The crew was
working to wake passengers and get them
ashore. John ivan up to the door of a

stateroom. Knocking loudly, he called,

*Fire! Get your lifebelt on and come
ashore! This |s an emergency!®

A sleepy-eyed woman opened the
door. “Hello,” she said. "Is it morning
already?*

*The ‘Rebecca Bveringham’ Is on
fire, ma’am. You’ve got to get on your
llfebelt as fast as you can and come
on. It’s under the bed.*®

The lady looked every bit as
confused as John. "If this Is a prank,
young man, you’l]l be answering to the
captain.*

*No, ma‘am, you‘’ve got to belleve
me!® John was beginning to get des-
perate. "It’s an emergency!’

She huffed, *I’m golng back to
bed,” and the door slammed In his face.

All John could do was hope she
heard the commotjon. After persuading
two more people to abandon ship, the
flames forced him to do 80 himself. At
the riverbank, he continued to help by
haul Ing pecple ashore.

Together they watched the grand
riverboat being consumed in flames .
untll nothing was left but a thin shell
six Inches high and fllled with ashes
and melted metal. Looking arounti, he
sav the lady he had tried to renson
with and almost everyone else on the
riverbank, a muddy, distraught looking
bunch, and not a smile among them,
understandably.

Carey, the engineer, was Just
swimning up, but about four passengers
and elght stevedores and deckhands were
missing. John noticed that among them
was the man who had been watching hils
checkerboard. From behind him, he
heard a smug, "I told you so, Nelson.'

Now with the ship out of his way,
all John had to do was get back to the
waterfront 3o Dr. Brewbaker could pick
him up in the *Santa Maria." After a
quick conversation with the navigator,
he learned that the wreck of the "Ever-
ingham" had burned fl1fty miles below
Columbus, and that the nearest roadway
was half a mlle to the east. This was
John’s only chance, as he had less than
nine hours to get there. He set out
Immediately.

It was hard to keep a straight
path through the maze of trunks and
hummocks. It wasn‘t until flve o’clock
that he broke through the woods onto
the road. No bugglies. John collapsed
Into a dreamy slumber.

*Young man? Young man, you‘ve
sinply got to move. James is In Colum-
bus, and there’s absolutely no way Wil
and 1 can move you.' John woke up
staring into the face of a lady,
obviously dressed in her finest. Her
two cameo earrings matched the large
gold locket she had hanging around her



neck. She had on a calico print dress,
and, as John noticed as he stumbled to
and even

On the front of the wooden car-
rlage sat a boy of about twelve,
holding in his hands the reins for the
two mares. The door was standing open
to reveal plush maroon upholstery and a
white parasol.

*Are you golng to Columbus?® John
asked as she helped him up.

'Why, ves, of course, didn‘t 1
Just say so?*

*I’ve got to get there by one
o’clock today or... or..." John declded
not to tell her, that there was no
reason to worry her.

The lady was already stuffing him
into the seat. "Oh you poor child. Of
course we’ll take you to Columbus. Just
you sit right there and,® she added.
*171] wake you up when we arrive.*

Closing his eyes, John drifted off
agaln into exhausted sleep. It seemed
that only minutes had passed when he
heard the woman say gently, *We’re Just
about to arcive.*

*Thanks, 1 can get out hers.” Re-
freshed by flve hours of sleep, John
thought that he would not only enjoy
the two hundred yvard walk, but also
that it would be easler than trylng to
explain the appearance of the "Santa
Marla® to the lady and her son, Will.
He turned around to thank her again,
but the carrlage was alrsady rumbling
down the street.

Above him, John saw the "Santa
Maria® materiallize. ‘*Perfect timing,*
he breathed with a sigh of rellef, and
started walking to the dock.
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Chapter Three:
Pemberton’s Plunder

As James exited the rlverfront
arsa, he boarded his private air mono-
rall. He raced swiftly to the rall
transfer bullding and thought about
vhere he should head. Then, as he vas
being transferred from the eastbound to
the westbound track, a delay occurred.

Though the monorall cars could
travel both directions on one track,
this delay vas necessary because It has
besn shown to reduce acclidents, even as
rare as they are.

Racing along at a hypersonic speed,
it took three seconds to commmte to
most anywhere in the Columbus metro-
politan area. James, remembering the
disappearance of the ledger page, fin-
ished his coomute to Southern Colum-
bus. Dr. Pemberton’s home had been
moved to keep it from becoming too
frall.

Finally, arriving at the Pemberton
home, James was greeted by the care-
takers of this great Columbus landmark.
In his costume, he entered the last
buliding in Columbus still standing
that had any assoclatlon with Dr.
Pemberton.

Upon entering the home of Dr. Pem-
berton, James remembered what Dr. Brew-
baker had sald. Then, he hurrlied to the
rear of Dr. Pemberton’s home.

Be chanted his words, "The ledger
Nm’ mmr @, ‘m, the le 23
of 1865, page, 1865..." A shimmering
cloud of metalllc particles engulfed
his shape, form, 1ife, and soul.

A sudden THUMP echoed throughout
the land. The InJjured figure of James
lay on the street. The kindly flgure of
the YNCA president, Dr. Pemberton
appeared. He knelt over and picked up
the stunned boy. He took him to his own
home to care for him,

The morning after the Inclident, James



Pemberton rose his hand as if to stop
him from speaking. As James was lying
pack down, Dr. Pemberton sald, "Good
morning, young fellow. You had a nasty
accldent yesterday; that ls why I
brought you here. 1 am a doctor.
need not talk as weak as you are.
1’11 be back later.®

Dr. Pemberton walked out of the
roon. He closed the heavy oak door sil-
jently. James relaxed his weary head
against the soft, down plliow. His eye-
lids felt 1ike welghts as they closed.

"] didn’t know time travel would be
so painful,” James thought to himself.
*1 wonder 1f they have any aspirin.® He
laughed to himself.

Thus, as his pain left him, he
healed. The days became oblivious in
his mind. ¥hen he finally healed, he
knevw that months had past. He jmped! -
ately thanked Dr. Pemberton and asked
vhat he could do to repay his debt. Dr.
Psmberton’s response was, I am looking
for a lab assistant, though all there
is to gain is room and board."*

*YES," exclalmed James.

*Well then, you begin learning the
trade tomorrow morning so get plenty of
sleep,® sald Pemberton. James am) led
happlly. He knew that he was one step
closer to achieving his goal.

So the next day he went with Dr.
Pemberton to the Eagle Drug & Chemical
House, and with Dr. Pemberton’s help he
became a soda Jerk for Dr. Pemberton’s
soda fountaln where he worked for the
pext 18 months. During this time, he
galned Pemberton’s friendship which he
knew he would need to get the old Coca
Cola formula.

You
Rest,
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Then, as the days wore by, he and
Pesberton grev closer. The two becaae
as close as brothers. One night, while
sitting in Pemberton’s foyer, Pemberton
did something to astonish James.

sJames, 1 have scmething I want to
share with you.® James looked up from
the chenistry book he was reading.

"Yes, Nr. Pemberton?* James
replled.

"1 have been trying dlfferent
formulas at the fountaln, and none seem
to be enjoyed by the customers. S0, 1
have declded to move to Atlanta to try
my luck there. Before 1 leave, since
you have been such a faithful employee,
you may have one of my formulas but
you must make the formula correctly In
my lab first. Second, you need to leave
pe a copy of the formula,®
Pemberton.

Then, skilifully, James took Pem-
berton’s ledger and skimmed through 1t.
Be went through it, looking for the
Coke formula. Finally, he found it
about midway through the ledger and
took Pemberton down to the lab.

whille they were there, James made
the correct formula for Pemberton. Then
James copled the formula and took the
page from the ledger.

On thelir way home James voiced,
*Doctor, 1 will be moving on. 1 have
enjoyed these two years working with
you."

*And 1 with you, and 1 with you,*
sighed Pemberton.

Though he would have llked to stay,
he knew he couldn’t. "Is there anyvhere
1 can take you?" Pemberton asked James.

*Yes, 1’d appreciate it If you
could rush me over to St. Phillp and
Joseph’s Church,” sald Jawnes.

So, as they approached the church
they heard the bells chime 6:15. James
real 1zed he had only elght minutes be-
fore Dr. Brewbaker would be there to
pick him up. Wishing he could stay
jonger with Pemberton, he notliced a



apeck in the sky getting larger and
larger. Then suddenly he was no Jonger
In June 23, 1867; he had been trans-
ported on the Santa Narla.
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Chapter 41

Star Performance

Tracy left the riverfront, hoppsd
on her hoverboard and sped to the
newly remodeled Springer Opera House.
She then took the nuclear-powered ele-
vator to the second baicony vhere she
sajd to her self over and over agaln,
*"Fabruary 15,1876, Edwin Booth’s Hamlet
costume.” Her head suddenly began to
spin and she falnted.

*Madame Tracy, Madame Tracy -- are
you well, ma‘am?® Tracy awoke with a
Jump. She looked up at the young black
girl above her.

*Vhere am i7" she asked in a
confused whlsper.

The young girl responded, "Why
ma‘am, you’re In the second balcony.*
Then she remembered, blacks were made
to sit on the second balcony In 1876.

She ran down the dimly-!it stair-
well tripping over steps three at a
time. When she reached the street, she
then entered the maln lobby qulickly,
trying not to be too noticeable. She
moved Into the Bmily Woodruff Hall and
sat down on the back row next to a
properly dressed young couple who were
paying more attention to each other
than to the show.

While watching Edwin Booth, as
Bamlet, she also took not)ie of the
costume In which Edwin vias dressed. The
costuse she was Interested in was prob-
ably In his dressing-room. She thought
about what she had to do. First, go to
Bdwin’s dressing room and get the cape,
vhich was the costume, without him
knowing. Bven though there were two
capes, Edwin may have thought she was
stealing his.

Next, she had to get out to the
farmland vhere Columbus College stood
in 2058. She had a map of where it was
according to locations of landuarke
m as Lindsay Creek and 0Old Macon

avd



Tracy was ready. Hamliet was dead
and the curtaln was closed. Tracy want
beckstage to *congratulate® everyons.
She slipped through the crow2 and int
gdavin‘s dresalng room. She aervously
shuffied through his costume rack and
found the capes in the back.

Suddenly, a nojse from beliud
startied her. She screaned, but i1t was
only a rodent. She successfully found
her way through the maze of the
Springer and ontc the street. She then
geturned to the lobby, where she asked
for a room.

The clerk sald,*Yes ma‘an, that
wil) be five Jollars, please.’ Tracy
handed the cierk a twenty dollar bill,

*Ma’am, are you trying to make a
Joke of me?" questlioned the young lady,
wvho was looking suspiclously at the
blil.

Oh, God, what :f she notlces the
date on the bill! thought Tracy. But
the woman quickly put the blll in her
drawver and went swiftly Into a back
room only to return with the flfteen
d>l1ars which was her change.

¥hen Tracy got to her room, she
began to reflect over the events of the
days behind. Dr. Brewbaker had def!-
nitely been a surprise. She couldn’t
comprehend mesting a man who had been
§2 years of age when her grandfathers
had been her age. She begsn thinking
about her them, Grandpa Teddy and
Grandad Adam. She wondered 1f all the
stories they told her about their
childh=ods were really true, about how
they were best friends.

But then she thought about the
others, and she wondered If they were
faring as well as she was. She already
had (e cape with about 12 hours to
spare. But that woulan’t have seemed
llke too long 1f she didn’t have the
cape yet.

She prayed that everyone would
make 1t back with their objects; she
didn’t think she could bear 1life with-
out her grandfathers’ memories of a
better life lived In the past.
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She siept a troubled sleep that
night.

In the morning, she ate breakfast
in a small place on broadway near the
Springer whose hotel she’d stayed In
that night. She had to be at the
church called Holy Family that In 2058
was called... Holy Familiy! Tracy
thought that was pretty neat, how she
was going to a 13 year-old church that
was almost 200 years vhere (or when)
sho came from.

She went back to her room at the
Springer and gathered up the cape and a
few other things. Then she walked to
Holy Famlly where she prayed that her
fellow time travelers would get there
with good news that sveryone was back
with their object, and the past was
safe. Oh, God, how she prayed. At 2:17,
the Santa Marla loomed overhead. She
was safe, and she hoped to God the past
was, too.
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Chapter B
A Dacrk Day on Wynn‘’s HIi1}

*I’m Rosaline, Rosaline Land,*
vhispered the timid redhead as she
gently batted her eyes. Spencer thought
a moment, Oh my God! What have I gotten
myself into?

*Hey, has the sleepin’ beauty
awoke yet?" asked a far away volce that
Spencer soon reallzed belonged to Ruth

und.
"Um, yes -- he has, and he Jjust
heard you."

*Oh, sorry,” vhimpered the girl as
she popped her blushed face around the
corner and into the 1ittle room.

*Who Is this, Rosaline?® asked
Spence as timidly and as softly as he
possibly could, so Ruth wouldn’t here.
Ruth was much more lady-1ike and more
formal than Rosallne, and Spencer 1llked
her. Ruth was ta)! and slendsr, unllke
her sister, and had long flowing blond
hair. She was dressed in a baby blue
frock and had eyes to match It.

*I’‘m Ruth, thank ya very much!®
said Ruth. Qulte offensively In fact.

*Gosh, I’m sorry! W¥hat’s today?
Cooooooh,* moaned Spencer because his
head really was In paln.

*Are you sure that your head is al)
right? Umm... today is Sunday,*
compl 1ed Rosal @ ne.

*No, what’s the date!® snapped
Spencer because he was tired of
Rosaline, and his head was really
kil1ling hin.

*There’s no reason to be rude about
it, but today is June 30," wvhimpered
Rosal Ine as she sat there In shock over
the way Spencer had yelled at her.

*Come on, Rosaline let’s leave him
be. He needs his rest. Beslides we have
to get ready for Sunday mass,” Ruth
sald as she tried to pull her sister
my from the forelgn body lying on the

1 don’t believe what Is happening

| to me today! Of all the people that ]

had to bump Into on my trip back In
time, the tamily of one of the victims.

33..r
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I gueus that’s Just my bum luck, he
thought and then sighed,

Later that day, Spencer declided
that he would go exploring. Spencer
vondered -- maybe 1 can find someone
that can help me find Cleco or T. 2.
Let’s think, Cleo Is supposed to take
the mule to graze around two o’clock,
and right now it’s a little after one.
Golly, ! better get goln’ or I’1] miss
everything!

Spencer headed out the door to try
and £ind T.2.’s cabin In the woods.*
Hum, let’s see, 1f 1 was a cabin vhere
would I be?* wondered Spencer aloud In
the kitchen.

*What’s that, boy?" asked Mr. Land
as he stuffed the last bit of roll iIn
his mouth that was left out from lunch.

*Huh? Oh hil there! I 1eally
appreclate you taking care of me the
wvay ya did, Mr. Land!® acknowledged
Spence as he tried to tuck In hls shirt
and fix his halr.

*Are ya hungry? We’ve got some left
over baked beans and ham,® sald Nr.
Land as he opened the small cooler
beside the washboard.

*No, not really. Do you know where
Cleo Is right know? 1 really need to
find him, now!® sald Spence
impatiently, because he didn’t want to
be too late.

*Ya Just missed him. He went to
take the mule to graze, but ya may be
able to catch him If ya hurry,” mumbled
Mr. Land as he tried to swallow the
rest of hls food.

*Which way did he go?* snapped
Spencer as he trled to run out the

door .

*Just follow the path by the barn,*
yelled Mc. Land out the door.

That boy is crazy, sald Mr. Land
qulietly to himself.

Spencer ran as fast as his legs
could carry him down the beaten path,
wvhen all of a sudden he heard an ear-
plercing noise that sent him fleelng to
the ground. Spencer shouted, "Oh my
God! I‘m too late.” With that he fled
down that path llke a locomotive
running down a mountaln with no breaks.
Al) of a sudden, he came to an
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immedlate stop because there, lylng In
his path, was a black boy kneel ing down
beside a body murmuring something over
and over quletly to himself.

Spencer wanted to say something,
but he thought that if he did the boy
would run off 2nd then hlstory would be
changed forever. As quickly and as
quietly as he possibly could, Spence
crept behind some greenery and prayed
to God that T.2. wouldn’t notice him.

About five to ten minutes after
Spence had arrlved, the boy seemed to
pull him self together a bit and picked
up the double-barrel led shotgun, and
then grabbed the body. He dragged Cleo
Land into an out-of-the-way spot and
then ran untll Spencer could not see

him.

sMan! That was the longest ten
minutes, but I‘m glad that he’s gone."
Just then, Spencer remembered that T.2.
goes to the Land’s home it then
returned becauss no one was at howe.
Spence leapt behind a bush, Just In
time, because T.2 came running back a
few seconds later. The boy dldn’t stop,
though. He Just kept running as If
someone was behind him trying to
capture him and ki1l him. Although
Spencer knew that soon that would
actuaily happen, and T.Z2’s vorst
nightmares were about to come true!

Later on that evening...

*Clep, where are ya boy?" shouted
Mr. Land and the rest of the Land
famlly as they searched for thelr lost
famlly member,

Spencer decided not to go back to
the Land house Immedliately. Instead he
went for a long walk to try and flnd
sense out of everything that Jjust
happened to him . Spencer glanced at
his watch and saw 1t had only moved
about flve minutes since he left the
house and went running down the path.
That’s really odd, he thought. I can’t
imagine that my atomic watch could have
stopped or slowed down. Spence thought
a moment. Maybe time goes by slower
when you travel back in time than in
the future. That is odd!

By the time that Spencer returned
back to the house It was dark and he
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was having a hard time finding his wvay,
but somehow he did.

*Son, have you seen Cleo recent1y?®
asked Nr. Land anxliously.

Spence thought a minute. What
ohould 1 say? °"Ya, 1 saw him 2 couple
hours ago. He was walking with the mule
down to the pasture. Why?"

*He hasn’t come back yet, but the
mule done come back two hours or SO
ago. We’re real worried. ¥We thought
that he had Just been thrown, but now
we Just don’t know," sald Cleo’s third
and last sister Aurora.

*Well, have you looked in the
woods?" asked Spencer, trying not to
let on that he knew.

*Well, we’re gettin’ a search party
together and we’‘re gonna look some more
tonight.* Mr. Land grabbed a Jantern
from the closet.

Spencer began to feel sick to hils
gtomach because he knew exactly what
was about to happen. He went down the
hall and collapsed on the bed and fell
¢ast asleep. The next morning, Spencer
went Into the kitchen and found himsel £
amongst some extremely sad faces. He
knew, right then, that Cleo had been
found, and he was dead. Spencer asked
Ruth wvhat the problem was anyway.

*Ruth, what’s the problem?* asked
Spence obviously trying not to disturb
anyone else.

Ruth handed him the newspaper and
gsald, *Cleo’s dead.’ Spencer began to
read aloud:

*The Land boy was shot In the eye,
the entire load lodging in the head
Just back of the eye with the exception
of a few shot that lodged in the left
side of the boy’s face. He had been
dead several hours vhen hls body was
found by anxious members of his family
and friends. ¥When the body was first
found, It was thought that he had been
thrown from the mule and aftervards
stepped upon and killed. However,
further investigation revealed the fact
that the mule had not been near the
place where the boy vas found and thle
led those who had been searching tc
belleve that foul play was In evidence.



*Coroner J.S. Terry vas Immedlately
potifled and, accompanied by Balllff
John R Beahn, went to the scene vhere a
coroner’s Jury was empaneled and an
investigation begun. It was seen that
the boy had been shot, and tracks were
found near the scene leading to the
home of the NcRlhany boy.

*"Bajliff Beahn went to the Negro
boy’s home to make some investl-
gations. It had been learned that the
Land boy had been shot with a shotgun
and when Mr. Beahn went to the Negro
boy’s home he asked to see the gun. The
Negro boy denled any knowledge of the
shoot Ing whatever, stating his gun had
not been fired."

*Nr. Beahn examined the shotgun and
found that 1t had recently fired and
then decided to hold the Negro. On the
way to the city the Negro admitted that
he killed the Land boy, but it wvas an
acclident."

*Gosh, ] don’t know what to say.
I’m really sorry!" gasped Spencer as he
atared Into the blank faces In the
room.
"The funeral is this afternoon.
Since you knew my son, 1 think that It
would be appropriate that you at-
tended,® sald Mr. Land with a sigh
because he was trying to keep his
feelings Inside.

*I’d be honored, but 1 haven’t
anything to wear,® stated Spence,
tryling not to break down and cry even
1€ he didn’t really know the boy. The
people at the table almost cracked a
smile -- almost, that ls.

*You and Cleo are about the same
size 80 you can wear something of his.
I can help you," pronounced Ruth as she
got up to leave the table.

After the funeral, everyone wvent
back home and basically moped and
sulked until the trial of T.2. McBl-
hany.

The trlial began shortly after 9
A.M. on August 13, 1912. The Grand Jury
charged T.Z2. with the murder of Cleo

Land.
T. 2. was barefoot and dressed In

shorts and a cheap blue shirt. V.L. 1s

Land {ook the stand first. The shotgun
used In the killing and the bloody rags
and shirt found in the NcEBlhany boy’s
cabin were entered iato evidence.

The Jury got the case at 3:45 that
afternoon and retired to dellberate. At
five o’clock, the tweive men returned
with their verdict. Jury Foreman
Willlam Beach read the verdict: Gullty,
three years’ labor In the state
penitentiary, the maximum sentence
allowvable under law.

The trouble began when ballliffs
R.L. Willls and J.T. Darby started to
take the Negro from the courtroom Into
the sheriff’s offlice. Gathered In the
alsles vere the people In the court-
room. They proceeded to attack the
balllffs and capture the Regro. The
lynchers brought T.Z2. McElhany to
Wynn’s Hil1l, vhere they shot him and
left T.2Z. there to bleed to death.

Lucklly, Spencer followed the mob
and wvas able to pick up the gun that
was used to k1J1 the boy.

"Whoople! I‘ve got the gun and the
past 1s saved. 1 can only hope that
everyone else wvas so successful!’
shouted Spencer happlly, even though he
had Just witnessed a murder. Spencer
thought, all I have to do now Is wait
for Frozen Brew. I told him to pick me
up on August 14, 1912, at flve o’clock.
Spence sighed, "Well, I guess that all
I have to do now Is sit and walit. God,
I hope he’s on timel*
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Chapter 6:
Attacking the Kian

Seventeen-year old Casey Walker
jeft the riverfront. She couldn‘t
belleve what had Just happened. John
had disappeared. He wasn’t kldnapped;
he had gone back In time. It was too
wvelrd to explain.

Casey rode on her hovercar to the
office of the Columbus Pogt. During
her assigned time, the paper was called
the Columbus Enaujcer-gun.

She wished she had not had to do
this speech, but since her grandparents
had something to do with the time cap-

sule yvhen )t was burled, she was forced .

by her parents to do 1t. Now she had to
go back In time to get the Pulltzer
Prize that editor Jullan Harris had von
for his attacks on the Xu Klux Klan,

Luckily, the clan had disbanded 20
years ago because 1ts national member-
ship had dwindled to 500. It was no
longer able to defend itself from angry
minoritlies, and so it disbanded because
no one in the klan was safe.

She arrived at the downtown offlce
of the paper and stood In front of It.
She began mumbling the date °Aprll 3,
1926" over and over.

Suddenly, there was a flash of
light a~u she wvas In front of the
office of the paper agaln. Only 1t was
much changed. She walked over to a boy
vho was yelling about something.

sEXTRA! EXTRA! READ ALL ABOUT IT!*®
he cried. Casey got closs enough to
read the datellne.

*April 3, 19261° she exclaimed. She
was really back In timel

Then suddenly a thought struck her.
She had to get the Pulltzer back. She
was stuck In the *Roaring Twentles®
without a cent or a crumb. She hoped
ghe could find that Pulltzer In twenty-
four hours or history would be erased.
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Thank goodness she had rented 2
lavish costume that was sald to be from
the twenties at the Springer Opera
House.

Suddenly a trolley stopped beside
her. She was standing at a trolley
stop. Then she remembered she had a
flve dollar bil1l from the twenties in
her dress pocket.

Suddenly, she recognized Jullan
Harrls in the back of the trolley. She
went back to him.

*1’ve read your articles in the
paper. I think your attacks on the
K.K.X. are excellent! Congratulations
on your pulitzer prize!® she told him.

*Why thank you!® he sald, "But how
did you know I won the prize? 1 only
found ocut about it yesterday!® he asked
her, surprlised.

*Uh, word travels fast in this
town,®” she sald.

*You are absolutely right,® he
sald. "Vould you 1lke to come to my
house for tea? 1’m sure my wife
vouldn’t mind,® he asked.

*Yes!" she exclaimed. T™hls would
be a perfect opportunity to get the
prize back! They rode the trolley back
to his house.

*How old are you?" he asked, "You
can’t be very old.® People had always
told Casey she Jooked older than she
was. So she lied.

*1’m twenty-two,” she lled. She
hoped he would belleve her. He did.

*]1 thought you might be older," he
sald, "You certalnly are well educated
for your age. Who Is your father?*

*Ch, 1 live with my uncle,” she
lled again. He would never belleve the
truth. After all, 1t was almost too
hard for her to belleve. This would be
way over his or anyone else here’s
head. They Just didn’t have the tech-
nology to understand her time. She
reallzed that she would not be able to
tell anything about the future, because
they would definltely not belleve her.



*'Well, wvho 18 he?" he asked. She
thought for a second then said the
first name that came to nmind.

*Jim Brewbaker," she blurted out.
Dr. Brewbaker wvas the person who had
gliven them the message that they had to
travel bhack In time in the first pilace.

"Oh, I don’t know him,* ¥Mr. Harrle
a‘d.

"He Joesn’t get out much,® she
sald. Maybe 1t would be fun to make up
a character, but for now she had to
concentrate on getting the Pulltzer
back in twenty-four hours.

*1 didn’t get your name," he sald.

*Casey VWalker," she said.

*That’s an odd name,"he said,
"Where did you get 1t?*

*It’s a popular name In Burope. My

- parents 1ive there now," she said. It

wasn’t exactly a lies her great-great-
grandnother was from Austrla. Her
parents often visited there without
taking her. They generally left her at
home. She had only been there once.

*I’ve never besn there,® he sald.
"But I hear it’s Interesting.” She had
to adnit 1t was nice there, iIf you
overlook all the pollution in DOld-East-
ern-Burope.

f¥here do you keep the prize?" she
asked, rather bluntly. She thought 1t
surprised him to an extent.

*Ch, 1t’s In my study. We’ll see
It after we have tea," he said, not
seening a bit surprised by her straight
forward attjtude.

During their tea he showed her a
telegram the klan had sent him. It
read "SONE OF YOUR BEST FRIENDS BELONG
TO THE XKX BUT WEB WILL BE YOUR FRIENDS
no longer iIf xx u ConTinUe DeBolUnClnG
the !k! which YoU Know NuThInG ADOUT.
Ve s2E U BvEry DaY, So Take a TiPP Frim
Us. Lay OFF ThE XXX StUf

ReD BLOODED MER WE ARE"
*Didn’t this stuff scare you?' she
asked him.
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"Not at all," he repilied quickly,
*The Kian preys on fear.* He sure knew
plenty about the Xlan. She wished she
could tell him it had disbanded In her
own time.

Do you have anymore telegrams from
the Klan?" she asked him. Her curl-
osity wvas growing. Naybe history
wasn’t so boring after all. She quickly
put that thought out of her mind.

The next telegram he showed her
read "THE KX X X HAS NOT BARNED YOU YEI
WHY ANTAGONIZE THEM BETTER LAY OPFF"

How could he stand these threats.

"Why don’t you tell the police?*
she asked him gquickly. Then she
reallized her mistake.

*Most of them are Xlan members,
remember?® he said.

*It Just slipped my mind,* she
sajd. She would have to vatch vhat she
sald very carefully from now 021,

*Let’s go Into my study and see
the prize," he suggested to her. It was
now flve-o-clock in the afternoon. She
looked at her watch. It wvas still on
2068 time. According to her watch she
had been gone from there for flive
minutes. That was Impossible! She had
been gone for flve hours. That meant
that for every hour she spent in the
past, it only registered as a minute in
the future. She would have extra time!

Then, Mrs. Harrils came into the
room with tea and a tray of teacakes.
For a while they ate and drank In
s} lence.

Nrs. Harrls sudden)y spoke, *The
Klan has found ocut about your prize,
and they are said to be extremely
angry. You had better watch outi*

*They haven‘t done anything more
than send me nasty telegrams. They
won’t try anything until the excltement
about the prize Is over. It would Just
mean even more negative publicity for
them,” he sald. Nr. Harrls seemed to
know every move the KXlan would make.

He must have studied them In depth.
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Casey spoke un, "You never know
what they will <o they are so
unpredictable.”

*That depends on how you see It,*
he told her. "They are unpredictable to
an extent, but they are also very
predictable.”

Casey didn’t qulte understand, but
she nodded as 1f she understood every
word he had said.

*I’d rather not talk about the
Xlan anymore," Mrs. Harrls sald
quickly, "Casey tell we something about

1£.* Casey to tell

Nrs. Harrls exactly what she had told
Nr. Harrls. Lucky thing she had a good
memory. Dusk was upon them. Nr. Harris
then Invited Casey to come Into his
study and see the prize.

They walked to the study together.
Mr. Harrls threw open the door and
entered the study. Casey noticed It
was quite dark In there. Nr. Harrls
walked all the way into the center of
the room. Casey stood to the left of
the door where she was hidden In the
shadows.

Casey looked around the study. It
was about the same as her Study at
home, except there was no computer In
the center of the room. Instead of a
computer, there was an old typewriter
on the desk.

As Casey scanned the room, she
noticed a figure coming from behind the
curtains. Her eyes contlnued on
around. She qulckly realized the figure
had a gun and was definlitely not Mr.
Harris. She wanted to scream, but the
man would surely shoot her if she let
him know she was there. He could not
see her from her position In the
shadows.

The man approached Mr. Harrls and
put the gun to his head.

*1’‘m gonna kil] you!® he sald over
and over. Suddenly Nrs. Harrils threw
the door open. It left Casey even more
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in the shadows. There was no wvay the
man could see her.

Seeing Nrs. Harris. the man wvas
startied. Be threw the gun down and ran
out, near'y knocking Nrs. Barris over
in the process. Nrs. Harris regalned
her balance and ran off down the hall
after the man.

She quickly appeared in the door-
way agaln. "So the K.K.X. won’t attack
so soon after the vinning of the
prize?® she sald. Then her face
softened. °Are you okay?" she asked.

*Nothing more than a llttle shook
up,” he sald. Casey found 1t remark-
able how well he cegalned his com-
posure. "That surprised even me!® he
sald quickly. Suddenly he remembered
Casey. "Casey, are you all right?® he
called.

*1’m fine,* Casey called back, "I
hid in the shadows and he never even
saw pe!® she exclalmed. She reallzed
how lucky she was to be alive. Had he
seen her, her trip to the past would
not have been very successful.

*Casey,” he addressed her, "¥Would
you like to come to the offices of the
paper with me tomorrow?*®

*Sure,” she sald "Who 1s this man?*

*You’‘re sure it would be okay with
your uncle?" he asked.

‘He’s out of town,*' she sald
quickly.

*1 thought you said he didn’t get
out ouch...” he said.

*Bxcept to visit his sister,” she
sald quickly.

'Oh,* he sald, "Well, since you
would be alone anyway, why don’t you
stay here tonight?*

‘Sure,” she obliged. This was
great! Now she had somevhere to sleep
that night!

That night, in her room, Casey had
trouble sleeping. What If that man
came back? What if he picked the wrong
room? What 1f he shot her by mistake?
Casey quickly told herself that nothing



else would happen. The old Queen song
her grandmother often sang ran through
her head "Another one bites the
dust...” It should have been the
Ilan’s theme song.

The nolses that the house made
spooked Casey. It must have been an
old house, because every time the wind
would blow, the house would creak.
Every nolse the house made, Casey
thought it was the man. Finally, Casey
slept.

That morning at seven, Casey wokse.
She thought she was In her own bed at
home in 2058. Then, she remembered her
mission and all the svents of the
previous day, and it agaln occurred to
her how welrd this ws.

She put on her dress and went
dowmstairs to the kitchen. The Harrls’
cook was In there cooking.

Go In to the dining room, hon, and
breakfast will be ready In a few
minutes. Ny, wvhat an impatient guest
you arel® the cook sald to her. Casey
held her tongue. What had she done?
She always ate breakfast in the kitchen
at her house, and then she left for
stchool, but then this was a different
situation. They didn’t even have
television In this tipe!

She stood In the dining room door-
way, untl] Mr. Harrls motioned for her
to sit down.

*] can’t thank you enough for let-
ting me stay here," she sald. Actual-
ly, she wasn’t exactly happy: she
hadn’t even had a shower that morning,
and she would never be able to have her
hal» the same way It was yesterday. So
she had left it down. She hoped this
vas acceptable in the 1920s.

*We will be leaving for the office
in about an hour," sald ¥r. Barris.
They had the best food and strongest
coffee that Casey had ever had. She
declded that all the robots at home
could not cook 1ike thls.
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After breakfast, Casey went back (o
her room and tried to style her hair
the same way it had been the day
before. It Just didn’t work.

An hour later, she arrived
downstalrs. Mr. Harrls came downstairs
after her.

"Good to see you’‘re on time. 1
don’t llke late people,® he sald,
quickly. "The car is ready, so let’'s
go."

As they walked toward the garage,
Casey thought of her hovercar, stili
double-parked at the Columbus Post
offices. She hoped she wouldn’t get
another ticket, It was the last thing
she needed.

On the ride to the paper, Casey
didn’t say much. She Just wasn’‘t a
morning person. She aotlced Nr. Harrils
was carrying the Pulltzer In a brown
grocery bag. It seemed less noticeable
that way.

When they arrived at the offices of
the paper, Nr. Harrls showed Casey
vhere his was office was. Casey
watched him set the bag on his desk.
She also noticed that he set a brown
paper bag with supper In It on the
desk. It was very simlilar to the bag
with the Pulltzer In It.

Mr. Harrls gave her a tour of the
offices and also showed her the presses
and how they worked. By then It was
Junch time. They went out for lunch.
Mr. Harrls explalned that he brought
his supper to work and urually ate 1t
in his oftice whlle work!ing on his
editorials for the next day’s evening
paper.

After lunch, she browsed in the
shops onh Broadway (or Plrst Avenue) for
hours. She watched old cars with
vheels that she had only seen
photographs of before. She thought of

the pollution and problems they had

caused. They were over that In 20858.
¥ell, except for iln Old Bastern Europe.
That place had been deemed hopeless.



It vas 6:30 before she returned to the

¥r. Barrls was out of his office,
Casey noticed hls dinner was still
there. She declded that she would ask
him to see the prize and take it
outside to see 1t better In the light.
Then the time-ship and Dr.Brewbaker
would come for her. It would work so
well. So she walted for Nr. Hacrls to
come back. She walted until
flve-before-seven. MNr. Harris still
was not back. Casey decided this would
be her only opportunity. She grabbed
on of the bags and ran down to the
street.

Casey didn’t understand. Why
wasn’t Dr. Brewbaker here In the
time-ghip? She dared to look Into the
bag. She couldn’t belleve what she
had done. She had grabbed Mr. Harrls’
lunch.

Casey ran up the stairs hoping that
Nr. Harrls was stll] out. She opened
the door and breathed a sigh of rellef.
He was st1)] gone. She grabbed the bag
and ran down to the street.

Cassy sav a shlp appearing out of
the clouds. At the wheel was Dr. Brew-
baker. She boarded the ship. Turning
back to ook at the street she saw Nr.
B?rrls. She hid the Pulltzer from hils
v N.

*Good-bye Mr. Barris!® she called.
Be didn’t hear her. He was looking at
the sidewalk below him where the Pullt-
ger sat. Casey looked and saw the
prize In her hand.

She wasn’t really worrled about It
because she had accompllshed her
mission impossible. :
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Chepter 71
Brown Lungs and Gold Bobbins

Alexls stepped off the bullet train In
front of Swift Textiles. She had
already put on the mill worker’s
costume that she plcked up from the
Springer Opera House. She kicked off
her Warp Zone Hike Alrs when she sat on
llll old bench agalnst the wall of the
mill.

*Gold bobbin," she sald. "Gold
bobbln and May 21, 1919. I Just have to
keep concentrating on a gold bobbin and
Nay 21, 1919." She sat In deep thought
for a few moments, envislonlng the
past. An odd feellng passed over
Alexis, and when she opened her eyes,
ghe found herself In the past century.

Dirty workers strolled around the
mll) as dinner toters brought them
food. Alexls looked on In awe as a
chlid bleeding from the hand took
advantage of the break and ate a
sandwich.

*How can they stand thls?" she
muttered under her breath. *Twelve
hours of work with only a half an hour
break and they st1)) come back every
day."

syhat did you say?® sald a thin,
stringy halred girl near the bench.

"1 didn’t notlice you. 1 was Just
talking to myself,” answered Alexls.

*Oh," sald the girl. *Do you work
here? 1’ve never seen you before. By
the way, my name |s Sara, vhat’'s
your’/s?*

*Alexis. And no, I don’t work
here. 1’m from out of town.’

*Are you visiting relativea?® asked
Sara.

Alexis replied cautiously, "No, !’m
looking for something.’

"What are you looking for?* Sara
agaln questioned.

Alexls thought for a minute before
she answered, not sure that she could



trust the girl. *¥ell, do you promise
not to tell! anyone?*

Sara considered this before she
sald, "Not 1f you don‘t want me to.°

Yell® Alexis said, "1 probably
ghouldn’t tell you this, but I’a
looking for a bobbin dipped In gold.*

Sara looked at her skeptically.
*What do you need with a bobbin dipped
In gold?*

Alexis answered, “Well, ] can’t
explaln the story right now, but what I
can tell you 1s that It Is very Impor-
tant to the future.”

Sara smiled as 1f she understood.
*I1¢f you want me to, I can help you get
it.*

‘Would you do that?" Alexls asked
1n amazement.

*0f course 1 can!® answered Sara.

*Do you know vhere I could iind
one?*' questioned Alexis.

*¥ell," sald Sara, "at our mllls,
the management gave all the supervisors
bobbins dipped In gold to ume as orna-
ments instead of using the nonsy to
improve the conditions of the mill.

The other workers will also help us.
Everyone’s bitter about the bad working
conditions. In fact, we’‘re having a
union rally tomorrow to protest the wvay
they spend money on things 1lke gold
bobbins while chllidren are getting hurt
and even losing ] imbs because they
won’t f£ix the faulty machinery.®

The giris sat on the bench In front of
the mill. They put their heads together
and came up with a plan to retrieve the
bobbin.

Knowing that Alexis needed to get
as close to the supervisor’s office as
possible, Sara came up with an ldea.
*Why don’t you apply for a Job here at
the ml11?*

Alexls thought It was a wonderful
1dea, and couldn’t imagine why she
hadn’% thought of It earller.

The girls went into the mill, where
Alexis applled for a Job in the spin-
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ning room. She would beglin working
early In the morning, but she nesded a
place to stay for the night.

*There Is a vacancy vhere 1 llve,” sald
Sara.

*Great!® replled Alexis. Sara showed
Alexls the way to her house after she
was done with her work. ihe house
wasn’t very nice, but It didn’t seem to
bother Alexis becavse she had one
purpose and that was to get the bobbin.

As the bright sun started to shine
through the bedroom window, Sara walked
in to tell her It wvas time to go to
work. Alexlis rose from hard and hole-
f1)led mattress, eager to begin the
day.

On the way to work, Alexis was
f1l1ed with questions., "Exactly how
much money do you make working as a
spinner?*

*Between 35 and 40 cents for a
day’s work," answered Sara.

Alexis thought to herself, all that
work and recelving nothing but chump
chanc:. Compared to the 20th Century,
her 1ife back home looked a 1ot more
extravagant.

The girls continued thelr conver-
satlion by going over their plans to
retrieve the bobbin. Arriving at work,
Sara showed Alexls where they would be
working. Alexis took a seat between
the spinning wheel and the box of bob-
bins and immedlately began to work.

By coinclidence Alexis noticed that
her Job was located only about one yard
avay from the supervisor’s offlce.
Peering through the offlce door, Alexis
spotted the bobbin sitting on his desk,
reflecting the glare of the sun pouring
through the window. Sara assured
Alexis that she would distract the
supervisor vhile she got the bobb!n.

Alexis’ nerves were on edge, her
stomach had butterf)les, and she was
sweating tremendously because the bob-
bin was in reach. Immedlately Se¢-a
began to scream as i1f she were In pain.
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Ouickly the supervisor ran out of his
offlce to see what was going on. Alexls
tiew Into his office, grabbed the bob-
bin and Jetted back to her work. Care-
fully, Alexlis placed the bobbin into
her bag and continued to work.

As for Sara, she explalned to her
zipervisor, "I‘m sorry for all of the
comnotlon, but I acclidentally cut my
finger. I’m all right now.” The
supervisor returned to his office and
slammed the door so hard everyone in
the mill Jjumped.

Looking across the other spinning
vheels and splaners, Sara spotted
Alexis. Alexis winked her ¢ye at Sara
as a slign that she had the bobbin. The
girls had vorked enough for the day.

It was time to go.

"Do you mind 1f we attend the union
rally?® sald Sara. "It’s being held
right outside In the street.®

*0f course not. I have a whlle
before I have to lsave,® stated Alexis,
as she grabbed her bag.

Pesople had already gathered in the
streets. The two girls found a com-
fortable place vhere they could hear
the speakers.

The main speaker at the union rally
Introduced himself as John Thomas. As
he vas speaking, nonunion workers were
screaming and cursing at him. Alexls
and Sara were not enjoylng themse)ves.

*We can go now If you would ]lke
to,® sald Sara.

*That sounds 1lke a good idea to
me,* replied Alexls.

As the girls were leaving, someone
called out, "Thomas, you ¥¢8#9! I’m
golng to ki1l you.® The nonunion
vorkers open fired on the crowd and the
lights went out. Alexis felt a sharp
pain In her shoulder and blacked out.

Alexls awoke flfteen minutes later
in a hospltal bed. S8ara was at the
foot of her bed holding her bag. *The
doctor sald that the bullet Just grazed
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your arm. You blacked out because of
shock. He says you’ll be all right.*

*Thanks for getting my bag and
staying with =*," sald Alexls. *I’‘m
being plcked up at the Catholle church.
Will you walk with me?*

The girils vere sllent as they
walked down the street. W¥When they got
to the church, they didn’t seem to know
what to say.

*]1 guess this Is good-bye,® mut-
tered Sara.

*Yes. Before 1 go, 1’d llke to
thank you for your help and tell you
that you’re a great friend. I wish I
could take you with me," Alexls sald
sorrowful ly.

Sara smlled sadly. "I have to go.
My mom wil] be worrled.®

Alexls vaved as Sara left. VWell,
she thought, I got the bobbin back, I
got shot, and I made a new frlend. Now
I’m ready to go home. Alexls looked up
to the sky.



Chapter s

Dealing With a Deck of
Marked Cards

Zaegan stepped on her aero-blke
skeptically and glanced behind her. She
saw her friends getting om thelr
various modes of transportation. Kaegan
sat on her seat and f£licked on the
power switch. After thinking for a
moment, she knew what she was goling to
have to do. The problem, however, was
that she didn’t know how to do it. ghe
knew she must rescue the marked cards,
or the time would be forgotten. This
time, however bad It was, wan part of
her heritage. Her famlly was
from this area, so she went on har waY,

Kaegan rode her aero-blke across
the over-river bridge, Instead of the
tunnel. Most of the traffic used the
tunnel because 1t was faster, but
Faegan needed time to think. She
£11cked the switch on her aero-blke to
asrial and flew over the pedestrians on
the moving oldewalk. Whlle crossing
into Alabama, she stopped beside the
bridge. She knew this warz the sight of
an old famous "honky~tonk," as such
cluugs were called, named The Poppy
Club.

Her grandmother had let her watch
the £1)m that documented the time a
couple of years ago, before she went In
to the rest home. She dlsmounted her
aero-bike and stood on the side of the

river, In Coulter Park. She remembered -

vhat Doctor Brewbaker had told her
croup, to think about where they were
going. To concentrats on one certalin
date, 1s vhat he sald.

She notlced psople strollling by
staring at her In her old vintage
clothing. She was wearing a revealing
black sequin dancing dress that was
vintage from that time. It was an
actual dress of a "B-gir],® slang for a
bar gir). Xaegan closed her eyes and
thought June 1, 1954. She envisioned
the nightclub that she had seen so many
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pictures ard clippings of before. She
imagined the voices of the 6.1.79
crossing the bridge, looking for a good
time.

*gaegan, g'rl, 1f Tanner comes out
and sees you Just standing here, you’ll
end up in the river. C’mon, gir}, oet
back In the club,* a thick Southern
volce dravied.
turned around to see a bleach-
blond halred gir! vith full rich red
1lps and too much eye make-up. She wore
a dress simllar to hers, except hers
was red.

*Who are you?" Kaegan asked.

*Oooch, girl. Have you been
drinkin’ agaln? You know the rules,
girl. What has been the matta wl’ chou
lately? Jist ta humor ya, 1711 tell ya.
Mah name 1s Sandle Caldwell. Lawd,
girl, 1f you don’t git straight, I Jist
don’t know. I know ya ain’t but Jist a
teenager, but you been in the business
for about two yea’s," Sandle said.

*] know, Sandie. 1 was Just in a
daze. It happens sometimes, even to the
best of us,® Xaegan sald, thinking of
an accurate rebuttal.

*"That’s the Xaegan I know,*® Sandle
sald salling. "Thatta girl. C’mon, the
soldlers will be In soon. Gotta pget
ready.” Sandie and Kaegan started Into
The Poppy Club. As Kaegan opened the
door, Sandle sald, ° How didja glit a
weird name 1lke Xaegan anyway?® Xaegan
Just smliled at her. As they walked In,
a robust, balding man approached them.

*Hello, Beautiful," he sald stroking
Kaegan’s shoulder. Kaegan pul Jed back.
* yhat’s the matter, Kae, you never
pulled back before. You aln’‘t starting
to get shy on me, are you?*

faegan regained herselfs she remem-
bered what she was hers to do. She was
here to save history. Kasgan amlled the
most seductive smile she could manage
and sald, * Sorry, you Just kind of
surprised me." The man stopped scowl ing
and began amiling a big beefy grin.
*Good girl.”



*Hiow ya dolin, Tanner?" Sandle

asked. * That’s Tanner!® Kaegan
t.

"Ch, pretty good, Sandle.” Tanner
replled. * You girls ready? Tonlight,
all our little customers will have lots
and lots of money. So you two wil) have
to be sweet as honey. That won‘t be any
problem for you, though, Kaegan. Wil
it honey?*

*No, sir. Has it sver been?" Kaegan
asked knowingly.

*No, honey. No, It hasn’t. But,
Sandle, qult wising off with the
customers, okay, hon?*

sWhateva’, Tanper,® Sandle
grumbled. Tanner winked at both of us
and walked off, stopping at a pretty,
gcantllly dressed brunette. ° ¥ell, you
got the roulette table tanight, ’‘kay?*
Sandie Informed her.

'Thank you, Sandle. What time will
we open?® Kaegan asked.

*Ya done went pure crazy, Kae.
Elght, ya got It," Sandle sighed.

*Got 1t," Kaegan smmlled.

*Try not ta ferglt It again,®
Sandie smiled. Kaegan started to waik
off. "Hey, Xaegani® Sandle called. * Ya
wvanna go git a burger oc something
before work? We got about an hour or
twvo, 1f ya want.”

*Sure, Sandle. You want to change
first?" Kaegan asked. Sandle laughed
and led Xasgan to the back of the club
and up a fllght of stalrs. At the top
were flve doors and an open door that
contalned a bathroom. Sandle went and
opsned the third door oh the left.
Xaegan paused at the top of the stairs.
*Ya comin’?* Sandle asked.

Kaegan followed Sandle into the
rocm. It contalned four twin beds, two
on each wall. Against the wall, by the
vindow, were two chest of drawers.
Sandle walked over to a closed door and
opened 1t. 1% revealed a closet. Ya -
wanna Jist wear some petal-pushers and
a blouse?® Sandie asked.

*Yeah, that would be fine,” Kaegan
replled. Sandie threw a palr of black
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slack looking things, and a white
button-up, short sleeved blouse. Sandle
grabbed a purple palr of the same kind
of pants and a black button up shirt.
Sandie began to strip off her clothes.
She stood there In a bra and pantles.
syell, aln’t ya goin to git dressed?®
Sandle asked.

*Uh, yeah, "Xaegan began to take
off her clothes and get dreseed. After
walting about for Sandle to £ix her
halr, tray were finally ready to go.

notlced these pants were
extraordinarily tight.

*Sandle, we haven’t got that much
time,” Xaegan stated. '

*] know, girl. It seems to me that
Jist a couple a hours ago, you was
askin’ me what time 1t was,” Sandle
laughed. Kaegan smiled and the two
departed down the stalrs. They left
through a back door markad Enployees
Only.® This door led through an offlice
and out another door that put them in
the back of the club.

Sandie and Kaegan walked around the
bullding to the bustling sldewalk out
front. They walked about two blocks
vhen they came to a little cafe. Sandle
opomdthedoorandlcdxaegm to a
booth In the back of the Lysol-scented
room.

A snotty looking waltress
approached them. *Can I take your
order?® she sniffed. Sandle rolled her
eyes toward the celling.

*If you are wantin’ ta take my
ordah, you gonna have ta drop ylur
goody two shoes attlitude,® Sandile
quipped. The waltress fllpped her long
blond halr over her shoulder and
snlffed. * I’m sorry,” she sald,
obviously not meaning it.

*That’s a 11”1 betta, girl. 1’11 be
a havin’ a cheessburger and a chocolate
malt, 1ffen ya don’t mind waltin’ on a
po’ vhite trash gir! that has ta work
fer a llving an’ not live high on the
hog,* Sandie sald.

Taegan sensed that Sandle desplised
rich or even middie classed people. b |



wonder 1§ she’s always been poor,"
Zaegan thought.

syell, what about you?" the
valtress sald, glancing over at Kaegan.

*1/1] have the same,” [aegan
replled, not quite knowing what a
chocolate malt was.

* Coming right up, ladies.” The
prissy-looking waltress walked off. As
she wvas leaving, she muxbled. Xaegan
caught some of what she sald. "Dumd,
stupid whores,® 1s vhat she heard.
Kasgan sighed repressively. *Row am I
going to live with this?® Kaegan
thought to herself.

* 1 jist hate how these rich, 11’1
o1’ school girls come ‘round actin’
Jike they so much betta than we are.
They aln’t no betta. They probably
workin’/ ta save up that money ta buy a
nev car or somethin’. But me, I work
Jist ta feed my face, and sometimes not
even that. I neva told ya ma story, did
1 Xsegan?' Sandie asked. Kaegan shook
her head no.

s yell, mah famlly is 1lvin on the
outskirts of town. We was livin In a
11’1 one bedroom shotgun house. It
wasn’t much, but i1t was all we could
atfo’d, so 1 didn’t complaln. Nah momma
dled vhen ] was seven, leavin’ ma pa ta
fend for five chillun. Ne, I’/m the
oldest. 1 got four 11’1 kidrens at
home, mah 11/] brotha‘s and sista’s.

*Well, see now, 1‘’m seventeen, and
mah pa says ta me, ‘Sandie, baby. 1
jove ya and ya know it don‘t ya?’ And
of course; ] says yes. VWell, pa he
tells me he got fired from the mill
that day, and he ain’t gonna have no
Job no more, no way ta support us.
Well, that day, I was walkin ta the
store to git some milk for Cheryl,
she’s the baby. Ac 1 was walkin down
that slidewalk, this blg ol’ fancy car
pulled up besides me. The man Inslde
call out, ‘Hey, purty girl, come here.’

*So’s 1 go ovah. The man says ta
me, ‘Bow would ya llke a good payin
Job?’ 1 says,’ Gee, mista, 1‘d llke it
highly.’ He smiled and told me if I wvas

wantir ta find out more ‘bout this Job
ta come ta The Poppy Club on Fourteenth
Street at elght, and he’d gimne an
interview. I was so happy, 1 fo‘got ta
buy baby Cheryl’s mllk. I ran all the
wvays home, all two miles. I was all
sweaty an’ achey when 1 finally gots
there.

*]1 ran Inside an’ told mah pa. RHe
grinned a huge ol’ vhopper of a grin.
He says ta me, / Ya take thls job,
Sandle. Whatever It 1s. Then the famlly
wll] have enough money ta llive.’ What
he really meant was that he couid sit
his fat lard at home while 1 was out
there a workin. I didn’t know that
then, 1 thought he was really happy
that I got a Job. I didn’t know until
lat:h that the mill didn’t fire him, he
quit. '

*So, now 1 send mah money home. 1
don’t send 1t ta pa. No, the only
reason 1 sends It Is so mah family kin
survive. Mah pa is a bad person,
Kasgan, bad. I kin tell yore 1lfe
wasn’t that bad, or eltha ya nide it
well. Ya act 1ike ya should be a
cltifled girl 1lke that o1’/ wvaltress
gir).® Sandie sald. The waitress
brought their orders over. She rolled
her eyes at us, spun around, and walked
off. Kaegan nearly had tears In her
eyes. This girl, Kaegan thought.She has
had such a terrible 1ife.

*So, Xaegan, what about you? 1f it
aln’t too personal, ya know," Sandle
asked. Xaegan sipped a swallow of her
chocolate malt. This tastes kind of
}ike a milkohake, Xacgan thought.
*Yell, I wvas born in Columbus_ .*
Kaegan started.

*At home?” Sandie Interrupted.

*Bxcuse ne?' Xaegan asked.

At home, were you born at home?*
Sandle repeated.

Kaegan, understanding the guestion,
replied, * No, no in a hospital..."

*In a hospltal! Wowi® Sandle
Interrupted again. Kaegan flashed an
annoyed look at her. "Sorcy, 1’1l
hush," Sandle apologized.



We)l, nmy parents were..." Kaegan
stalled. She couldn’t very well say her
mother was a blochemical research
aralyst and her father a space
axplorer. No she couldn’t say that. She
‘thought of some common occupations of
the time. * My mother s a housewlfe
and my father works at the mill. I have
a sister named Xilby. I did have a
t-other named Chandler, but he dled
when ne was thirteen.

*He had a disease...' Kaegan had
placed herself in a corner again. She
couldn’t say he died of an Infectlous
dlsease from killer bees, because they
hadn’t appeared yet. °...tuberculosis.
Oh look at the time, 1t’s 6:180. I had
better eat,” Xaegan sighed a sigh of
rellef. She had gotten herself out of
an explanation this time, but could she
do It agaln?

Kaegan finlshed up her meal, they
pald for It, and they left. They went
back to the club. This time, the duo
went In the back door that they had
come out of when they left. They went
back upstairs to their room. This time
there was a red-halred gir] and a
Spanish looking gir] on the other side
of the room. "Hi, Sandle. H1, Xaegan.®
the Spanish looking gir] sald.

*Hey, Ramona. Hi, Cassie,® Sandie
sald. The red-halred gir] looked up at
Sandle and smiled.

*Betta glt dressed, girls. Show-
time’s In ten,” Sandle sald, opening
the closet. She pulled out the red
dress she was wearing earller. She also
pul ledd out Kaegan’s black dress. She
strolled over to Xaegan and handed It
to her.

*Thanks, Sandie,* Kaegan sald.
Kaegan began to disrobe. She stood clad
in her underwear. The other girls vere
also getting dressed. She unzipped the
back of the dress and stepped Into it.

sSandie, could you help me with
this?* Xaegan asked. Sandle came over
and zlpped her up. * Thanks.® Sandle
shrugged. Kaegan pulled up the
stockings that were lying on the bed.

She then slipped her thin feet into the
black high heeled shoes. She started
out the door.

sXaegan, aln’t you forgetting
something?* the red-haired giri named
Cassle asked.

*Uh, am 17" Kaegan asked.

*Your makeup, honey. Your makeup!®
Ramona interjected before Cassie could
tell me.

*] don’t think 1‘m going to wear
any tonight,® Kaegan replled.

sTanner ain’t gonna 1lke that one,
Kae. We know you are his favorite, but
1 don’t think he’1l llke this one,*
Ramona said while putting dark red
blush on her high cheekbones.

*Well, maybe Just a little bit,*
Xaegan replled.

*1-11 put it on ya, Kae. Come
here,® Sandle sald. Xaegan went over to
Sandie vho was sitting at a crude
looking vanity table £11led with nld
looking makeup. "Sit down,® Sundle
commanded. Kaegan obeyed sllently.
Sandle began to put face powder, blush,
eye shadow, eye liner, and llpstick on
Zasgan’s usually natural face.

Kasgan looked In the mirror. She
saw her 1lps painted red, her cheeks
the same color. On her eyes, Sandlie had
palnted a dark blue shadow. The bottoms
of her eyes were )lned a dark biack.
The face powder had made her face
unusually pale.

*Do ya want me ta fix your hair,
too?" Sandie sald. Kasgan nodded.
Sandie twisted Xaegan’s long blond hair
into a tight bun on the back of her
head. She took several pins and
fastened the tight ball,

*Al) done. You’re purty, Kaegan.
Ya make me Jealous sometimes.® Sandle
sald wistfully. Cassie and Ramona
sighed and walked out.

Kaegan got up and shut the door.’
Sandie, can 1 talk to you?" Kaegan
asked,

*Yeah, you can trust me with
anythin’. Actually, 1 feel kinda
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special,® Sandie smiled. Xaegan felt
she could trust her.

*Sandle, do you know vhers Ma
Beachle’s 187" Kaegan asked.

*Ma Beachie’s Cclub? Why sure,
everybody does," Sandle replled.

*Can you take me there first thing
tomorrow morning?" Kasgan asked.

*Yeah, sure. ] guess I could. ¥hy?*
Sandle asked.

*Sandle, 1‘’m not really the Kaegan
you know. I am Kaegan Ashmore. I am
from the year 2058. 1 have come back to
retrieve a package of marked cards that
vere In the time capsule at the Univer-
gity of Georgla at Columbus,” Kaegan
explalined.

*What? There’s no such thing. There
1s only Columbus College and that Is
Just under construction,” Sandie
repl led. Xaegan smlled. She knew It
would take a little bit to make It sink
Into Sandlie’s head.

*Well, if I don’t get those cards
back, this part of history goes down
th: draln. Do you understand?" Kaegan
sald.

"No, not really. 1 don’t. I kinda
think you are a 11’1 looney, but since
you my friend, 111 help ya," Sandle
said In a bewlldered state.

*Thank you, Sandle. Whoever Kaegan
is here, she has a very good friend,*
Kaegan ressponded.

"Me? Really? Thank yva, Kae,® Sandie
mnl led. Xaegan laughed and the two be-
gan going down the stairs. They valked
into the club. There were already men
at the bars, and a few playing the
games. " See ya aftah work, Kae.®
Sandie sald, stopping at a roulette
table. Kaegan smiled and walked to the
roulette table Sandle had pointed out
before.

A fat. Jowdy looklng man ap-
proached her. "Hl, Kaegan. 1 got pald
today. Honey, I plan to spend all of it
here. You’re my good luck charm,” the
man drawled. His breath smelled bad.
Kaegan’s stomach wretched . She began
to spin the wheel, and dropped the ball
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in. *Glome five! Ginme five.® the man
chanted. The ball began to slow down.
It stopped on twenty-three. “Aww ...
damni{® the man yelled. Kaegan shrugged.

*"Another try?" Kaegan asked.

*Yeah, and baby, this better be
worth it,* the man said, his volce
traced with annoyance.

The man didn’t win. Actually, he
lost all his money. The night wore on
and on, like this. Kaegan’s customers
wa:x'e mostly fat, sweaty, smelly men and
G.1.’s.

The night finally came to an end.
Everybody left. The bouncers had to
throw a couple of 1ingerers out, but
other than that, everythling was fine.
"How was your night?® Sandle asked.
*You was purty busy.®

*Fine," Xaegan replled. She was
tired and ready for bed.

“Let’s go get tonight’s pay,*
Sandie suggested. Xaegan nodded. They
both had the money that they had made
that night. They walked to Tanner’s
office where some of the other girils
had accunulated. They stood In 1ine.
Kaegan wondered what was about to
happen.

The llne grew shorter. Sandie went
on up to Tanner’s desk. She handed him
her money. He counted it swiftly. He
then handed her a portion of this
money. She walked out. Kaegan paused.

*"C’mon, Kae.® Tanner called. Xaegan
walked In and handed him her money. He
began counting 1t. He smiled.

*As usual, you made the most
money," Tanner stated. Xaegan nodded.
"Good 9irl,* Tanner sald. *"Good girl.*
He handed Kaegan twenty-flve dollars,
out of her two-hundred, and she walked
out the door. She wvalked up the back
stairs to her room. Sandie and Ramona
were already In there. [aegan wondered
where Cassie was.

"Vhere’s Cassle?" Sandle asked.
Ramona drew her 1lips into a pencil-thin
line.
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sth, Cassie...she got a little
carried avay tonight. They took her to
the river."

*The river?" Sandie gasped. Kasgan
wvas confused,

*What do you mean?® Kaegan asked.

. "They kllled her, you fool!® Ramona
yelled. She then burst Into tears.
Kaegan felt a tad of remorse, but began
to undress. She noticed Sandlie go to
the bathroom. Kaegan walked down the
hall to the open bathroom door. Sandle
was washing her face. Kaegan Jolned
her.

*Bad thing about stl)] bein’ a
teenaja,® Sandle saild.

*What’s that?" Kaegan asked
scrubbing the soap off her face.

"We st]l! get acne," Sandie said.
Kaegan laughed and they both walked
back to thelir room.

‘Do we sleep In thlis?* Kaegan
whispered to Sandle. Sandle smlled and
nodded. They walked into the room and
went to sleep.

Sunl ight bathed Kaegan’s face. A
soft breeze rippled over her. She felt
}lke she was at the beach. Was she?
Vhere was she? She opened her eyes. The
memory of where she was flooded into
her brain, lilke a dam that was too full
exploding. She sav Sandie sitting at
the vanity table. It looked as 1f she
was writing. Kaegan swung her long legs
over the side of the bed, and strode to
where Sandle was.

'What are you doing?® Kaegan asked.

*wWriting,® Sandle replled.

'Writing?" Xaegan asked.

*T 1lke to write storles. I write
storles about a girl named Xae. Hope ya
don’t mind. She’s kinda...what would
you say. Ya know, the sayin’ that means
l1ke you?" Sandie asked Kaegan.

*Alter-ego?® Kaegan suppllied.
Sandle nodded.

*What time is 1t?" Xaegan asked.

*Two thirty-five,*Sandie replled
calmly, looking up at the clock.

*Two thirty-filve?!?!* Kaegan said
in a panic. *I’ve got to get dressed!"
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Kaegan stammered, beginning teo put on
the clothes she wore to the cafe last
night.

*Ch, yeah. You gotta go to Ma
Beachie’s," Sandle stated.

*Yeah!" Xaegan sald buttoning up
her shirt.

*1’1) go cal) a cab. Dkay?* Sandle
asked. Xaegan nodded her approval. She
gl ipped on her shoes, and went down-
stairs to Joln fandie. Sandle was at
the front door. "C’mon. The cab’1} be
here In about..."

Before she could finish her
sentence, the cab was there. They both
got In. Kaegan looked at her watch. It
read two forty-flve.

*Ma Beachlie’s," Sandle sald to the
greasy cabble. The cabble nodded, and
get off. It took about twenty minutes
to get there. The time was now five
after three. Sandle paid the cabble as
Kazgan ran Into the club. She knew
Frozen Brew would be there In twenty
five minutes. Xaegan ran through the
door. An o0ld voman was standing right
by the doorway.

*Can I help you?" her anclent
sounding volce cracked.

*Yes, can 1 buy a pack of cards
from you?" Kaegan sald, knowing that
they al) wvere marked.

“Yeah, I s’pose.” the old lady
sald. "They’re two dollars a box.
They’re speclally made." She winked
conspliratorially at her.

T haven’t got time to chat, I need
them now," Kaegan sald urgently. She
dug In her pocket and pulled out the
five dollar bll] she had made last
night. She shoved It at her and
snatched the cards avay. " Your
changel® Na Beachle shouted as Xaegan
ran out the door.

*Keep 1t!" Kaegan called back.

*Thank ya, missy! Nice doin’
business with va. Come back anytime! By
the way, do you need a Job?* Ma Beachie
called.

*No thanks, Ma. Ro, thanks.® Kaegan
replied to the old woman. Ma Beachie



sighed and walked back in the house.
Ksegan stood beside Sandle. All of a
sudden, a bright metallic flash it the
eky. Kaegan knew 1t was Frozen Brew
coming to get her. She had succeeded.
The past would not be forgotten.
Keither would this friendship.
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Chapter Nine:
A Sabotaged Strang!ing

Feeling confused and frightened,
Isabelle got on the monorall after
leaving the riverfront. Quickly after
depositing her fare, she slunk Into a
nearby seat, trying to avold the stares
of her fellow passengers. She slid
further into the smooth seat, feeling
incredibly consplicuous In her bell-
bottom pants made of a thick, uncom-
fortable fabric and her hideously
patterned shirt.

Isabelle got off at the Wynnton
Complex, a gigantic, 1,000-store ma)l
and apartmeat bullding that had been
bullt during the soaring twentles. She
headed stralght to a restroom, thinking
it best for no one to see her disap-
pear. Once locked In a stall, Isabelle
started trembling uncontrollably,
unable to concentrate or work up the
desire to concentrate on transporting
herself to the past.

*I’‘m gonna get blown to bits or
something,® Isabelle whinpered. °}
don’t want to go." A sudden, loud beep
caused her to Jump with fright.

She pushed the button }abeled
*Telephone® on her wristband and imme-
dlately was looking Into the face of
Dr. Brewbaker.

*Wow, this thing Is neat!”® he
exclaimed,

*Neat?" Isabelle gquestioned.

He chuckled softly, then sald, *I
Quess it’s a bit before your time. 1
was Just calling everybody on these
little thingamajigs to make sure they
had Jeft. You’d better get golng; you
only have 24 hours, you know. Hey, did
you know that these little things have
radloa. too?*

Isabelle sighed and hung up on Dr.
Brevbaker. She took a deep breath and
began to concentrate. Suddenly, she
felt dizzy and faint. She felt oddly



separated from her body. "This Is how
it must feel to be paralyzed,” she
thought fleetingly,” except I can‘t
even breathe.® She felt as though she
didn’t even exist; as though her entice
existence was but a thought, a memory.
She struggled to see or feel something,
but there was nothing —- no sound, no
soell, no sight, no feel -- nothing.
All this occurred in less time than 1t
would have taken to blink an eye, but
it seemed )lke an eternity.

jsabelle came to with a Jolt, feel-
ing more =cared than she had ever felt
in her entire 1life. She peered into the
oppressing darkness around her; but
even though it was dark, she knew that
it wvas something. She was at least In a
place, some place; the only question
was where, and more appropriately, when
she was.

Although she wanted desperately to
somehow return to her own place and
time, she reluctantly headed toward a
distant 1lght. As she stumbled and
fell, a volced barked out,"¥ho goes
there?" Frozen with fright and the paln
of the ankle sprained with her fall,
Isabelle gave no response. Suddenly,
ghe heard gunshots. They were directed
at hert Though too scared to say any-
thing much, Isabelle managed with dif-
¢iculty to stutter out in a whisper,
*H-h-help! I’m a £-f-fr-fr-friend!
*Finding her volce at last, she yelled,
"Don’t shoot!®

Seelng a figure rushing toward her,
Isabelle thought frantlcally, *Oh no!
1t’s the Stocking Strangler! He’s gonna
ki)l me!®* As a pollceman’s shiny badge
flashed Into view, she breathed an
audible sigh of relief. An old-fash-
loned flashllight beam shone across her
face and the towering offlcer started
furiously firing questions at the
cowering girl.

*Who are you?" he demanded for the
second time.® What are you doing out
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here at this time of night? Don’t you
know about the curfew? You could be--*

‘Ch, 1’‘m so very sorry, Officer,® a
voman’s voice interrupted as she raced
to the scene, "This js oy
granddaughter, visiting me from
California. She doesn’t know about the
curfew. She must have slipped out
without my noticiag her.® As the old
woman spoke, she reached out and with a
surprisingly strong and steady hand,
helped Imabelle onto her feet.

sNot a good time for visiting," the
pol iceman commented, st1l] somevhat
troubled about the old woman and young
gir!l out so late.

*Well, her mother and father are
out of town, so she’s Staying with me,
and you know that having someone
around, sven a rather young someone,
can be comforting and helpful.*

Throughout the entire conversation,
Isabelle shifted her uneasy gaze from
one to the other In confusion. Was this
woman mistaking her for someone else?

*1’m terribly sorry to trouble you,
Officer. It won’t happen again, I'm
sure," sald the old lady, ending the
conversation.

*Would you 1llke for me to escort
ya’ll home?* the pollceman Ingquired,
slipping from his professional tone
into a softer, more relaxed volce.

*No thanks, 1‘m sure we can make It
Just fine.*

Isabelle had ended up In the woods
behind a group of houses, the nearest
being that of Ruth Schwob, the woman
who had rescued Isabelle from the
interrogation of the policeman.

Careful of Isabelle’s throbbing
ankle, the woman, who introduced her-
self as Mrs. Schwob, led the trembling
gir! to the small but neat house. After
comfortably seating Isabelle in the
warm, homey kitchen, Ruth Schwob final-
Iy'turned and spoke directly to Isa-
belle.



*Don’t worry, I‘m not a senile old
lady who thinks you‘re really my grand-
daughter. That was just a lie to get
you out of trouble. It’s awful to think
that people are even getting panicked
enough to accuse a teenage gir! of sur-
der, but... So, who are you?*

"My name s Isabelle.’

*Isabelle,® Ruth repeated. "What a
pretty name. Now, 1 suppose you
wouldn’t care to explain to me what you
were doing out In the woods at one
o’clock In the morning?® She paused,
then declded she wouldn’t get a
response. “"0kay... would you )lke
something warm to drink? Tea or cocoa?*

Isabelle frantically tried to re-
member what elther tea or cocoa was.
‘Gh... wn... 1’d Jlke sone ..." she
stammered. Then, she remembered that
tea was an ancient drink from the old
China. "Cocoa, please,” Isabelle
answered, wanting to stay awvay from a
strange Chinese drink.

She sipped hot cocoa as she asked,
*Are you Mcs. Ruth Schwob, wife of
Simon Schwob?*

*1 sure am, though my husband,
Simon, passed awvay. I‘m all alone,
now.*

*Oh, 1’m so sorry."

*well, 1’ve kept mysel€f occupled In
the long years since Simon died with my
Jogging anc other exercise actlivities
as well as fund-ralsing and other com-
munity proJects. Here’s some ice for
that ankle," she sald, stil] bustling
around the kitchen. "It looks
spralned.”

*May I ask one more thing?® Isa-
belle pressed on.

*Sure, what?"

*¥hat 1s today’s date?"

"Why 1t’s the tenth of Pebruary,
1978.°

Isabelle drank the last of her
cocoa, which had been very good, and
made a move to get up.*Thank you very
mch.'
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*Don’t you even think about
leaving, dear. You’ll stay right here
until you’ve rested up a bit and your
ankle has healed.® 1sabelle made a weak
sound of resistance before Nrs. Schwob
continued. "You obviously have no fam-
lly here and are unfamiilar with this
arsa. You won’t have to tell me any-
thing you don’t want to, and I won‘t
ask. Just stay here for a few daye."
Mrs. Schwob was saying exactly the
words that Isabelle had wanted to hear,
knowing 1t would be a lot easier to re-
trieve the stockings that were used In
the attack of Ruth Schwob 1f she were
actually in the house of the victim.

Isabel le wished that she could tell
this nice lady about her attempted mur-
der and save her from It, but she knew
that she could not drastically change
the past because of the effects that It
might have on the future.

Isabelle quickly fell into the
slesp that came to her In the tiny bed
of the guest room, in spite of the
eerle nighttime sounds of the house,

At about ten o’clock, Isabelle woke
up to a wonderful scent that she could
not ldentify. Naking her way to the
kitchen, Isabelle found the source of
the deliclous aroma -- bacon and eggs
frying In a blg skillet.

For the first time In her life,
Isabelle wished she had been born Into
ap earlier time when meals were stll])
cooked and prepared by humans In a
kitchen. ]sabel)e breathed in deeply,
then got to work devouring the
breakfast set before her.

‘That was deliclous!® Isabelle
exclalmed as she helped vash the
breakfast dishes.

Mrs. Schwob laughed -~ a high,
clear, merry laugh that reminded
isabelle of tinkling little beils -- as
she sald, "My, you’re sasy to please.
My cooking can’t even compare to that
of most of my friends. I’m usually too
busy to do much cooking.*



Ruth paused, then asked about Isa-
belle’s ankle.

*It’s better,” she repllied, “] mean,
1 can walk on It without too much
paln.*

*How would you llke to do some gro-
cery shopping for me?* Mrs. Schwob
asked.

Thoughts of women goling through
alsles picking up 1tems and placing
them In 1ittle carts on vheels ran
through Isabelle’s mind. It sounded
like fun and she had always wanted to
try it, so she answered an enthusi-
astic, "Sure!*

sYWonderful! There’s a small grocery
store about three blocks from here, and
you can go there. I’m having a meeting
at my house at noon today. We’ve had to
hold all meetings In the daytime since
the...." She looked around carefully,
as though 1f anyone heard her words
they would become reallty, before she
continued, "...murders have started.®

With a deep breath, Ruth returned
to her brisk self. "1f you leave about
11130, you can skip the questlons and
stares of all the old women at the
meeting. Here’s my shopping 1lst. You
Just go into the bathroom and get ready
to go.*

Happlly, Isabelle went off to the
bathroom, most thoughts of the strang-
ler forgotten.

As she walked to the grocery store,
though, 1t was inpossible to forget the
constant, Imposing threat of the
Stocking Strangler. The horror-was
written plainly on the face of every
person Isabelle encountered on her
three block walk.

She watched as people spent as long
as ten minutes identifying visitors at
thelr doore and then unlocking the
varlous locks. She stared In amazement
at the two moving trucks and three
jocksmiths’ vans she saw along her
route.
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Had things really gotten that bad
In Columbus?

Finally, she reached the store,
vhere gossip ran amuck. Some of the
talk about the strangler was so wlid
that she had to laugh In spite of the
everything.

Isabelle got all of the items on
the 1list and headed back to Nrs.
Schwob’s house, stl]] amazed at the
amount of panic shown. Even though 1t
was broad daylight, she saw not a
single child unaccompanied by an adult.

Ruth vas busy clesaning up as Isa-
belle entered the house. *Ch, you’re
Just in time! Would you mind helping me
clean the house? It’s looking £f11ihy!”

By the time the day wa9 over and
the house wvas clean, Isabelle had come
to appreclate the robotic cleaning
devices in her own time that she had
always taken for granted. After washing
windows and sweeping floors and dusting
furniture all day, Isabelle knew the
would never take them for granted
again. -

After a deliclous, homecooked meal,
Isabelle and Ruth sat down on the sofa
to watch the slx o’clock news on Ruth’s
snall, primitive television.

Isabelle )istened Intently to the
newscaster as he described the recent
attempted break-in of Ethel Woodruff’s
house. It was believed to be connected
with the murders of Perne Jackson, aged
59, Plorence Scielble, aged 89, Jean
Dimenstein, aged 71, Martha Thurmond,
;gad 69, and Xathleen Woodruff, aged

The women had all lived in the
¥ynnton area and had all] been strangied
with nylon stockings, except for Nrs.
Kathleen VWoodruff, who was strangled
with a scarf.

An Involuntary shiver slld up and
down Isabelle’s spine llke a snake made
of lce. Immediately, she excused
herself and went to the guest room to
get ready for bed.



Isabelle couldn’t help but feel
sorry for all of the poor, defenseless
old wopen who had been ruthlessly aur-
dered. Why did sweet Nrs. Schwob have
to be attacked?

It wouldn’t be too awful if she
Just warned Nrs. Schwob, would I1t?
Isabelle knew that she couldn’t say
anything, but she thought It was
unfair.

Suddeniy, a new thought hit Isa-
belle. What 1f the strangler found her
Instead of Ruth? Although her mind was
troubled, Isabelle’s tired body allowed
her to sllp into a restiess sleep.

Early in the morning, while the
darkness was stil] complete, Isabelle
awoke to the loud sounds of a violent
struggle. Although she vas scared
stiff, she knew she couldn’t Jjust sit
by and let Ruth be attacked.

She stealthily moved to the door-
way, though her heart wvas beating so
hard she thought it would come through
her chest. Isabelle watched as Nrs.
Schwob bravely fought off her attacker,
knowing that the old woman was no match
for the strong man.

¥ith hovror, Isabelle watched Ruth
push the alirm box off of her night
table in bzr attempt to push the but-
ton. Thzc button was supposed to save
her llfe! What would happen if she
couldn’t push 1t?

Vith sweat running off her hands
and face, Isabelle sdged her way into
the room. Praying that the murderer
wouldn’t look up, Isabelle reached out
and pushed the button hard.

She Jooked up at the huge man and
noticed that he was barely holding onto
the stockings that she needed. Slowly
and cautliousiy, she reached out and
grabbed for them. Her heart stopped for
a split second as the attacker looked
into her eyes.

Then, with the stockings clutched
in her hand, she ran. Isabelle ran on
and on, pursued by the relentless man.

~33.

03

She ran faster than she’d ever run, out
of the house, down the street, and to
the clock tower, with the murderer
coming closer and closer.



Chapter 10:

The PFrozen Brew on the
Santa Marla

*"Ladies and gentlemen," Dr.
Brewbaker began. "As you know, earller
today there were some rather unfor-
tunate problems with the contents of
the time capsule.”

A murmur rose through the crowd in
agreenment .

"Well, to be perfectly honest with
you, I know exactly what happened.
Belng frozen has Its advantages: 1 now
possess all knowledge of time -- past,
present, and future. The contents of
the time capsule dlsappeared back to
thelr original time perlod. As for the
gtudents, I have sent them Into the
past In order to retrieve the lost
objects.”

The crowd fell into a hushed
silence. Blank stares of disbellef and
confusion swept over the faces of men,
women, chlldren.

Dr. Brewbaker contlnued, "Should
these seven students fall to return to
the present with their missing obJects,
the very fabric of time would be
severed, resulting In the eventual
dlsappearance of everything around you.

*Because of my privilege, I can
tell you that all the students have
successfully recaptured thelr
artifacts. The only problem lles In
the fact that the atomic energy which
wvarped the artifacts into the past and
allowed the students to mentally
delliver their physical bodies Into the
past does not contain sufficient power
to reach them through the gspace/time
continuum.”

The mother of ]sabelle Hanes stood
from her seat, screamed In fright, then
promptly fainted. Similar reactions
followed from famlly members of the
other students.
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*Now, now folks, there Is no need
for hysterla. If you would keep In
nind that ] have all knowledge of
time--and its happeninge —at my
fingertips,” sald Dr. Brewbaker to caim
the crowd.

*As I was saylng, the atomic
energy of the tower cannot reach them,
but there happens to be another method
of travel I hoped to introduce at my
avakening anyway. I’m sure that you
all noticed the rather large gallerla
on your right before entering Student
Center. I‘m qulte surprised no one
found It odd that it was named the
*Santa Maria." Though It does serve as
a galleria, the "Santa Maria®" Is a
space vessel capable of making the leap
through the space/time continwm.”

The crowd gasped In unison.

*Dr. Brewbaker, I‘m sure that !n
your time you were a respected man,”
Spencer Norwood, Sr. started. "However,
this is a completely dlfferent time
period. All thlis mumbo jumbo about
time travel may be true. Quite frankly,
though, I don‘t care.

“I‘m from the old school wvhere we
vere satistied with travelling to Mars
and Pluto. I‘m glving you two hours on
behalf of myself and all these other
parents to produce our children belore
1 go the pollice with charges of
kidnapping.*

The parents mumbled their approval
as Dr. Brewbaker gazed into the
gathering with shock. MNinutes after,
the parents had migrated Into the
Davidson Student Complex, Dr. Brewbaker
regalned at the podium contemplating
his plan of action. Fortunately he had
organized a basic plan In mind, when he
first became aware of this minor
problem during his less-than-active
period In life.

Dr. Brewbaker solemnly made his way
to the "Santa Marla.' He had never been
extremely comfortable with the idea of
tralpsing through the past. He entered



the captain’s cabin and programmed the
time locatlion to six o’clock a.m.,
February 11, 1978.

*] should arrive In plenty of time
to prevent Carlton Gary from making
Isabelle Hanes into another victim,*
Dr. Brewbaker thought to himself.

He started the atomic time search
mechanlsm and prayed that the students
had not suddenly decided to rewrite
history. The consequences could be
the erasure the future.

Generations earller, Isabelle Hanes
found herself standing at Wynnton
Elementary School. It seemed only
moments before she had seen Carlton
Gary k111 a woman, and here she stood
with one of his stockings walting for
transportatlon back to the future, back
to her time.

¥hen Is 1t coming? she thought to
herself. The truth was, she had no
ldea what was coming to transport her.
She only knew that it had better arrilve
before Carlton Gary did, for she knew
he was after her. Little did she know
how close he actually wvas.

"HBello 1ittle lady,” an all too
famlllar volce began. "What’s a fine
young miss dolng out In the Wynnton
area at six o’clock In the morning?*
Isabelle froze with terror. Her worst
fear had come true; Gary had arrived
before her ticket to safety. Something
he sald kept repeating 1tself over and
over In her head; she could almost hear
it.

*"0f course!® she shouted out loud as
the thunderous roar of the new "Santa
Maria,® the flagship of the Unlversity
of Georgla at Columbus, appeared
overhead.

Six o’clock had been the exact time
ghe was to leave the past. A ladder
descended from the space ship as
Carlton Gary fled In fear. Noments
later Isabelle warped to the next
crendezvous point with the stocking In
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hand. She hastlly recounted the events
of her expeditlion.

*Sandle, you know that I‘m golng to
migs you don’t you?" Kaegan asked.

*Yea, ] know," Sandle sullenly
replied. "You could stay 1f you wanted
to. She turned her head and sighed
deeply,” Please don’t make this any
harder om me than it already Is. 1
have io leave, I have to go home."

*Yeah, I know."

Kaegan reached into her pockets and
pulled out the deck of Ma Beachie’s
marked cards. She felit sorry for the
kinchearted whore standing by her side.
She wished that there was some way to
offer Sandie a better living. Sadly,
Xaegan acmitted to herself that to
alter history would bring disastrous
consequences.

At precisely 3:30 p.m., June 19,
1954, Kaegan Ashmore kissed her friend
goodbye and boarded the "Santa Marla.®

Dr. Brewbaker glanced down at hls
watch as he programmed the coordinates
June 23, 1867, 6:23 p.m. He began to
feel the pressure of the two hour t.we
1imit infllcted by the parents., VWith
six people to go and only one and a
half hours, he knew that he was going
to have to hurry.

Seconds later the ®Santa Maria®
appeared over the skyllne of the Church
of the Holy Family. Dr. Brewbaker had
been fortunate; the church had been In
the same locatlion since it was erected
to replace the orlginal Catholic
church. A ladder descended and James
Burns, Journal entry in hand, climbed
into what he knew must be his
transportation home.

Tracy Brown stood before the
cathedral-1lke church awalting her trlp
hone —- to 2058. The afternoon sun
beat down on her neck. A thunderous
roar appeared ov.rhead, and Tracy
clutched the cape from Boothe’s
costume. She boarded the vesse] as
frightened people hid inslide bulldings.



Dr. Brewbaker prepared the shlp
for a double day warp. Fortunately,
the time and dates worked for him.

John Fowler would be collected at 1:00
p.m., April 4, 1684, and Casey Walker
would be at 7:05 p.m. April 4, 1925.
Collecting the two this way was going
to save him an extra ten to fifteen
minutes, ten to flfteen minutes that he
needed as leeway. Two minutes later,
the skyline over Holy Family darkened
dramatically as the double day warp was
completed.

Alexlis Burnham watched as a siow
trickle of blood ran down her arm. The
gold bobbin shone brightly In the
afternoon sun)ight. The shootlng had
shaken her more than she had reallzed,
and she started to shiver. One minute
jater, at 4:00 p.m., the *Santa Maria®
appeared once again over Holy Famlly.
Alexis boarded the ship that now lacked
only one more passenger.

Spencer Norwood sat calmly on the
steps of the Bradley Library. The
events of the past days had changed him
drastically. He wished to return home
and make amends with all of his
friends. Before tney had all called
him a snob. Now he understood why. Now
1t would be different. A clock chimed
5:00 In the distant and the "Santa
Marla® claimed Its last passenger.

*And so you ger adles and
gentleman, all of , . chlldren are
here before vou safe and sound, thelr
artlfacts Intact, and the world safe,"
Dr. Brewbaker sald as he began his
closing speech. "You gave me two hours
and 1 complied. ! cannot dictate
whether or not you wil] belleve me or
your children. However, I trust that
you will all have open minds and one
day tell others this magnlficent tale
and keep allve the herolc deeds of
these fine young students.’
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